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»TO HIS GRACE 
THE 


[Duke of Ormond, 


-| [Lord High Steward of His Majeſties 

| Houſhold, Knight of the Noble Or- 
der of the Garter, and one of His 
Majeſties moſt Honourable Privy 
Council. 


May it pleaſe your Grace, | 


+ Flough the Preſumption I might have been guilty of in this 


FZY 
| 

| 

| 


| 


Dedication, is ſomewhat excuſed in your Graces Permiſ- 
fron; yet the meanneſs of this Trifle, infuſes a ſecret 
ſhame into me, when I confider how it a Preſent 1 have 
made to a Perſon of ſuch eminent Merit aud Grandeur, whoſe Obli- 
ging, and not to be exampled Clemency, induces him to Patronize 
a Piece that rather diminiſhes, than "brings the leaſt addition to 
his Fame. Had it been an Heroick Poem, I might have open d 
my eyes with greater aſſurance, and cheriſh d my ambitious thoughts 
with the reſolution of honouring ſome happy Heroe with your Graces 
alluſtrious Charatter, and ſo under pretence of a ſlender merit ſpring- 
? ing from the Work, have inſinuated my ſelf into your Favour. But 
whereas other Authors are happy in this particular, how little have 
+. to boaſt of, when all I can ſay in my. defence, is, That its only 
© rood Fortune was, in being the Subjeft of the Courts Diverſion, 
+ where their Noble Clememcy and Good Nature-were extreamly re- 
|  guifite, in covering it's defeits from the too-Cenſorious > lis Ma- 
jeſty, according, to his accuſtomed Royal and Excellent Temper, was , 
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pleas'd to deſcend ſo far, as togzve it a particular Applauſe, which 
was ſeconded by your Grace, little confidering, my Lord, the Pride 
a young. Author might be _ with, iy Koing his Play honour d 
with ſo dignified an Approbation. But when 1 had the honour to 
wait upon you, and # 

Beams of Humility, Courtefie, true Honour and Virtue, Perfefli- 
ons ſeldom ſeen in Great Men, tis impoſſible for me to decipher 
my thoughts, norhad I Power toutter them; for my Minds ſurprize 
added to the imperfeAion of my Speech, though 1 had leiſure to 
confider how deſpicable a thing is Pride, when ſuppreſt by the pious 


Inclinations of 'a generous Virtue. Pardon me, my Lord, if the 


iadefatigable Zeal T owe your Grace, makes me wander from the 
nicer Rules of Dedication; And I bſeech you believe, that as to 
admire you, 1 never can enongh, ſo to flatter you, is far beyond m 3 
powe*, you being far above it ; 1 have morereaſon to bez your Par- 
don for this Treſpaſs, than to incur your Anger for another Default : 
A Buffoon,tho he may be often ſtil d the ſport and diverſion of Prin- 
cts, would wery ill become the Name of their Companion. And fo 
this Play, though it had the Fortune tc pleaſe you as Speftator, muſt 
needs bluſh at its inſufficiency being recerv'd as a Brſom Friend. Con- 
feſim (my Lord) makes an abatement of the Crime, and -o make 
it wholly pardonable, the reft muſt be impos'd upon your Graves Clo 
mency that authorizd my Buldneſs; the Clemency thi! {ow wm; 
from a melancholy Retirement, where Content and F wire often 
quarrelling about a ſlender Fortun?, to viſit the bliſsful F:b;t tion of 
Virtue and Grandeur. Birds fing moſt ſweetly that /it jn tho Syn- 
beams; and*tis, Tconfeſs, the Natural Ambition of moſt Foets, to 
ſhelter themſelves under the Wings of Nobility, Encear 1gement ad- 
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dint more ſweetneſs to their Pens, and more vivacity tot! eir Fancy: 


But to ſtudy to deſerve the Bleſſings of your Favour, ſhall be ever the 


great and ſole Ambition of, 


MY LOR Þ, 
Your Graces moſt humble, 
and moſt devoted Servant, 


Tho. Durfey, 


ſhining in all your Aftions the glorious 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAX. 
Lord Behamore. Mr./Betterton. Ws 
Manley Friend to Belam, Mr. Smith. 


Sir Arthur Oldlove, an 
Antiquary. 


Captain Tilbury, an old 
 faſhion'd bluar Fellow. TMr . Medbourn. 


TM. Sandford. 


Ta, Sons Tibuy, = Ne Fame ute 

Old Follymax. Mr. &nderhill. 

FHarry,Son to Follyman. . Mr. Fever. 

Flaile, Servant to Tilbury. Mr. Richards. 

Dorrel, alias Friendlove. Mr. Norris, 
WOMEN. 

Madam Fickle. Mrs. Mary Lee: 

cofuniaDa ghter to Ts. Barrer.. 

Arbella. ; Mr. Gibbs. 


Silvia Attendant to Fickle, Mrs. Napper.. 


| Jbree Wenches. 


Conſtable, Watch, Footmen, Maikers, Mufitiouers, 
| and Attendants. 
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Prologue, by Mr. Smith. 


| hee -y and Sence; the glorious Twins of Wit, 

Jt That us'd timbeliſh what a Poet writ, 

Are now as poor and deſpicable grown, | 

As an old wrinkled Trader of the Town, 6 
With, hollow Eyes, no Teeth, and tatter 4 Gown ; 

Like her they are neglefted by you Wits, + 

And forc'd to trade with Country- Squires and Cits, 

Who with their Eighteen-pence uphold the Stage, 
Which you would ruine with your Critick Rage : : 
By Heaven, Sirs, it is a Curſed Age. 

Too late tis nowfor Poets to'get Fame, 

Their Works are only fit for you to Dam. 

They toil, "tis true, but gain, inſtead of Praiſe, 

Malignant Cenſures; Thorns, inſtead of Bayes. 

The great Cabal ſo partial do appear, 

An Authors Wit lies buried in his Fear. 

And as a Painter in his skill grown nice, | 

Still mends and mends, till he has ſpoil'd the Piece ; 

So too much care in ſtriving to eſſay 

New Scenes of Wit, oft ruines a good Play. 

The Fattious Club are Mercileſs of late, 

Carpinz, Ill-natur d, and Degenerate ; 

Siftinz ſo much to find each little Fault, 

They loſe their beſt diverſion in their Thought, 

And though facetious Plays, and the learned Pit, 

When Colledges have fail'd, have taught them Wit ; 

The Stages Ruine unconcern d you ſee, 

And Dam th Original of Galluatry. 

Shou'd we leave off, then we ſhould hear you ſay, 

Dam'em, what Drones are theſe, why don't the y Play? 
'Sblud, T ſhall never leave this Wenching wein, 

Jack, my laſt ſwinging Clap s broke out agen. | 

And if we do Play ———c=then your Cenſure raiſe, 

And to encourage us, Dam all our Plays; 
N»thing will pleaſe, I wonder what a Devil 
Makes Men of We foruaally tincivil. 


But fince tis ſo, aud-you'thas Creet privett, | 

We m:ft appeal tour Friends 14 fe ade; — &'>, 

Whoſe wiſe inter mn en9®c5.4,9 4 Rlajy, FS  Þ 
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MADAM FICKLE:. 
OR, THE 


Witty Falſe One. 


_—_———— _— ew lot 


ACT I SCENE L. 


| 
bt. 
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Enter Jolly man «rd Harry. 


ol, Irrah ! Not a Penny: 1 ſay 'tis loſt upon thee. 

Har, I fay——How, Sir ! 

Fol. How, Sir ? Vle tell you, Sir—Firſt thou art a Melan- 
choly Fellow, a kind of Hypocondriack, as I am told, and inſtead of 
making, ſpoiPſt good Company. "IF 

Har. Piſh: Good Sir, believe it not. 

Fol. Secondly : Sirrah, thou haſt quite forgot to ſing, a Quality that 
was Hereditary, a Benefit that has grac'd our Family for above theſe 
twenty Years; and like a Varlet thou haſt neglected it. 

Har, Not I i faith, Sir! You are miſ-inform'd. I am not melan- 
choly, nor any thing of that which you imagine. I can fing too, 
_ and ſor the Benefit of Company. ?Tis true, Sir, want of 

oney 

Foll, Sirrah, Sirrah, a lie deſerves a Cudgel. Do not vex me. Uds- 
bores, did I not ſee you yeſterday at Sir Arthur Oldlove*s, holding your 
hands up thus ——-conning your Leſſon ? what buſineſs can you have 
with Antiquaries, except it be to praCtice diſobedience, or turn Pre- 
cifian to diſgrace thy Family ? 

Harr, Why, Sir, Ple tell you what. 

Joll, No, Sir, you need not ; 

I know the trick already. Speed the Plough, Sir. 

Alas! What ſhould you do with Money ? To you that neglect the 
World—- Money's a Torment. I have confider?d it—and will not 
tempt you——Money was made for thoſe that laugh, and drink with 
appetite, whoſe merry Souls——put Padlocks on dull Conſcience, aad 
live the life of ſence cam Privilegis. Harr, 


Harr. Lwill excel in Mirth, Sir. -Evyery day ſhall give you proof, 
each hour yariety, . your Houſe ſhall ring with ſhouts of Joy and Mu- 
ſick: 1 long have wiſt'd it ſo: Bur ſtill the duty, the reſerved Reve- 
rence that | bore you, Sir, made me forbear——But fince yowl have 
it otherwiſe, it meets my wiſhes fully. 

Joll, And mine too, Sir. And a pox on Reverence [ ſay, an Ounce 
of true Engliſh Mirth is worth a Pound on't : But this Antiquary —— 
W hat_Bulineſs had you chere, Sir ? anſwer me thar. 

* Harv. Sir, there is a rich Widow lodges at his Houſe, one to whom 
my private inclinaiions have been long devored , and by feigniag an 
Auſterity yeſterday in Sir Arthur's Company, | got accels to her. 

Foll, Is ſhe merry, can ſhe fing ? | 

Harr,: To a Miracle, 'Sir. She*s extreamly Muſical : Plays o? th? 
Guittar, and tells a Story with the beſt Grace | ever ſaw. 

Foll. *Sbud a fine Woman : Lwarrant her. Hang plaching, Harry, 
thou ſhalt have her. - 

Harr. She's very reſerv'd ; but withall uſes a modeſt freedom thats 
infioitely taking. | 

Joll, Udsbores! | like it well, a merry Modeſty, and an unſtain'd 

Integrity add much to Feminine Capacities : Let the World rub, Har- 
ry—l ſay thou ſhalt have her. There, there's Money for thee—— 
Nay if thou wertthere upon deſign,*cis another matter,] muſt allow thar. 

When 1 was a young Man I was the belt at a deſign: Ah, I covid ha? 

> gone through ſtitch faith ; But come, hang pinching — Harry, thou 
=» ſhslc have her. 
EIS SONG. 


Away with the Cauſes of Riches and C ares, 
That poiſon our Spirts, and ſhorten our Tears: 
No pleaſure can be, 
In ſtate or aegree, 
But "tis mingPd with Troubles and Fears. 
Then periſh all Fops by a Sobriety dull, 
Whilſt he that 15 merry reigns Prince of the World. 
The Querks of the Zealous of Beauty or Wit, 
Tho ſupported by Power, as laſt muſt ſubmit. 
For he that is [ad | 
Grows wretched or mad, 
Whilſt Mirth like a Monarch does ſi : 
It chersſhes life in the Old and the Young, 
And makes every day be both happy and long. 


Foll. By Heav*n a rare Woman, a moſt Divine Creature. Sirrah, 
there's more Money, and do but wheedle dexterouſly. Do but get 
this Woman, and then hang pinchiag, let che World rob. 

Harr. Vle warrant you, Sir. So, I haye open'd his Purſe at laſt ! 
How now, who's this ? Enter 


=y 
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KK : 6 he Witty Falſe One. 3 
+ | Enter Tilbury and Toby. 


Foll. Hoh! -My old Friend - and - Fellow-Collegian Mr. Tilbury 
I'faith I am-glad to ſee you; This was good luck to meet:you here after 
fo long abſence. Pray how fare all our old Friends in Salisbury ? 

T;lb. ln health, Sir; hard labour, plain Diet, and Hearts Eaſe, are 
ſtill the beſt Phyſicians, All well ——AlL well-— SW # 

Joll, Why let the World rub: 1 am glad on't Pfaich. This is your 
Son, | think, Mr. Tilbury. | MY 

Tilb. One of %m, Sir. Toby——your Hat. T*other hand, Sirra ! 
Well, this Boy will never learn breeding. | 

Joll. Oh Ple warrant yon, Sir, here he?ll ſoon learn that; a very 
hopeful” youth indeed ; 

ilb. Ay, ay, God ſend him Grace, Sir, he may do well enough ! 
What Mr. Harry! By Coxbodikins 1 did- not know you, - You are 
grown a luſty ſtripling ſince 1 ſaw youlaſt: Ah—Lord, how time 
paſſes! I am heartily. glad to ſee you, Good Mr. Harry. *Sbud he 
ſprouts up finely —1 hope your Mother's well, Mr. Harry. 

Harr. Very well, Sir. | | | 

Tilb. Still twirling your Hat, and ſquezing your Gloves. [To Toby. 
Sirra leave that trick, or by St. Jago Vle lame thee. I wonder when 
you ſee Mr. Harry in ſuch a poſture— ? 

Fol. Oh give him a little time, Sir, he is not yet wean'd from the.” 
Country. G7 OTROS 20 

Tilb. No, no, my Cudgel ſhall wear him- ' Good, Sir, let'me go : 
Sirra, Sirra, Have I not told you of this ? | 

Foll, He*l mend ic quickly, Sir. Pray—have a little -patience, and 
ſetting this aparc, what buſineſs brought you to Town, good Mr:T:lbxry ? 

Tilb, Why, Sir, | havea Suit of Law dependiag here i*th* Chancery, 
which I am reſolv'd to make an end of ; and my nextbuſineſs is, I in- 
tend to marry both my Sons to two-Fortunes, which are here provi- 
ded for *em. a5 

oll. Both! Why, have you another Son ? 

Tilb, Another ! Yes, Zechiel. Did. you never here of Zechiel ? Bas 
been a Student in the Temple this three: years,” another-pueſs fellow 

'than this, I aſſure you, all Air. and Spirit he—-$bodikins, 1am told 
in the Country there's not a_true Wir inall che Fraternity but he; © 
. Foll, Why then hang pinching ; he's a brave Fellow,” "Come, Sir, 
here's a Glaſs of excellent old Hock here at Longs.” Ple give you your 
welcome to Town. -. | | | . 

Tilb. Old Hock! what a Dickins:is that? Sir, a-Diſh of Racy Ca» 
nary if yau pleaſe, Lam. for no Hocks -?Sbgdikins, Wine' was never 
good f{ince it has been corrppted with ſuch barbarotis notions? 5: 4 

Foll, Well, Sir, Ple warrant yon ie' pleaſe you. | 91 

Z3lb. .Sirrah, walk you yonder in = (what d'e call ems) the Piaz- 
| Pe .” Kas, 
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| leave that ſneaking Dog-look of yours, or by Sc. 7 
- I ſay no more for this time- Do'at provoke me. CEx. Till. Joll. 
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24, and if Fleile my man come, direft him hither: and = hear, 
ne 


ob. What a peeviſh old fellow ?tis ? Sure be has been Rung with'a 
way to day——Hes fo fretful-—— But Udſhaſh, Ple not be con- 
trouPd ſo, and ſo I'le tell him when time ferves. | , 
Harv. Faith, Sir, be's a little too ſevere : Why he uſes you like a 
meer Child. | | F.4d 
Tob. Ay —like an lafant—huh——becauſe he's old, he thinks no 
body has breeding, but himſelf ; but Udſhaſh——in ${-sb#ry I aſſure 
you | paſs for the more accompliſh'd perſon. 


Har. 'Without doubt, Sir, he were an arrant Coxcomb that wou'd - 


__ that——=why, you have a good preſence. 


ob, Yes? thank a good Nurſe: I am pretty well fortified by Na 
ture, and yet every thing1 do, he forſooth miſlikes, as if 1 were a 
Fool, and knew not how to carry my ſelf: Udſhaſh, 1 wonder he has 
no more Ciyility——— ' | 

Harr. Q Sir/ Old Men that have the prerogative of being Fathers, 
think it but decent to uſe that liberty : But ſeeing aſide this diſcourſe; 
Mr. Toby, may not my Ambition deſire the fatisfaftion of knowing the 
name of this excellent perſan you are £0 marry, 

Tob. Why Sir—to tell you the Truth of the buſineſs, I don'c know 
her name my ſelf; for | never ſaw her yet. For the old Fool my Fa- 
ther carries matzers. ſo cloſely, that ] can never know any thing: But 
by Feroboam Vie fit him; For if 1 marry without good pre-medication, 
1 am the Son of an Eeft-Izdia Bagpiper ; and ſo Udſhaſh 1'le tell him. 

Harr. Marry a ſtranger, and one you never ſaw ? By Heaven tis 
unreaſonable, 

Tob. Udſhaſh/ He's the moſt uareaſonable Cormudgeon you ever 
knew——-ith? Winter he will not let me came near the fire for fear of 
catching Chil-blanes. 

Har, Not warm your felf— _ 

Tob. No: Did youever hear the like ? But Zooks 1 fitted him once 
fer 1 burnt-a whole Stack of Hay down to the ground on that occaſion, 


' and warm'd my ſelf in ſpight of him. 


Harr. Ha, ha, ha, a Witty invention, by my life ; but Mr, Toby, 


1 ſnppoſt you 'know what Quality-ſhe that muſt be your Wife is ? 


b.. Yes, yes : She's of very good Quality, and a Widow, and very 
rich I am told. | | 
Harr, A Widow, Sir ? *Sdeath if it ſhonld be my Miſtreſs — 

Tob. As to her conditions, 1 am ignorant of *tm ; but they had need 
be good; for 1 have miſs'd many a wealthy Match'for her ſake. 
Harr. Certainly, Sir, I've the honour to know this Lady ;. pray 
where does ſlic lodge ? Þ #7. ried 
 Tob. D*cknow her? Parglado*that faith. You may do me a great 
kindneſs in telling me ſome of her Conditions-— W hy, Sir, fhe lodges 
| | | 71 | here 


The Witty Falſe One. 6 
here in Bridges freer 24 the Houſe of Sir Arthur Oliove the fam'd An- 
tiquary. . 

ty 45 The ſame, by Heaven. *Sdeath, was ever fuch luck ? Sir, | was 
involyd ia 4 miſtake, 1 chooght he had been a Lady of my acquain- 
tence : But, good Sir, how camethis Match ſo forward, ſince you fay 
he's a ſtranger to you? * 

Tob. Why, Sir | You muſt know this ſame Sir Arthxr is my Fathers 
intimate friend, and this Widow lodging at his houſe, he preſently 
| 0d qr of it : Telling hioz, be dovbred not bur he could make her a 

for me--But the main Cauſe of his kindneſs is, becaule he de- 
ſigns my Brother Zeebiet to marry his Davghter. | Wy 
Har. Very good—now havel an itching mind to fwinge this [| Aſide, 
Raſcal: Bug *tis ſo nocorious a Fool, that a bearing is loſt upon hio, 
Then you're refoly'd to marry —— 
. Tob, Yes! Hang'c 1 will marry—1 fancy there's a great deal of 
eaſure in't. Firſt to command a Family, and ſit at the upper end of 
the Table. Then to make my Wife ſerve inſtead of a Yale de Chambre, 
and never pay her no Wages neither: Then to command her this way, 
that way, Yother way, and every way; for this thing, that thing, 
Vother thing, and every thing: Udfhaſh *cis very pretty-—— 

Harr. Bur, Sir, you ſtall mifs the right end of Marriage. 

Tob, That's ail one, Sir——why we muſt take our Fortune. *Tis as 
the Fares decrer—— | 
* Harr. Gad the Fates are very uncivil to meddle in a matter that ſo 
nearly concerns you. Bur Sir ! there is one thing more; there's a cer- 
tain ill Fate attends Martiage—— Horns, Sir, are you not afraid of be- 
ing a Cuckold ? | 

Fob. A Cuckold ! ha, ha, ha-—<l fee he's a little fooliſh—— a Cuck- 
old, Sir, Udſhaſh-—in Sal:5bxry they know not what it means. ?*Tis 
your London Air that breeds Cuckolds: Here's your horny Forreſt — 
But Udſhaſh, they ſay here a Courtier can'c walk the ſtreets without 
being perpetually troubled in returning the Complements to ſome of 
his Cnckolds: Beſides, they*re ſo general a Society bere, that no body 
minds *em—but in Salizbury—if a man is ſuſpetted to be a Cuckold, 
he preſently gets into Office, either of- Conſtable, or head Church-war- 
den, that his degree may recover his diſgrace——Nay for better ſecu- 
rity, ſome of *em padlock their Wives : And Udſhaſh that iscertainly 
the fafeſt way ? and 1 " the Citizens: here don't take it into 
Conſideration, a4 | bs 

Harr, Get oxe of tht Common Council to petition the-King for 
a'1 ACt of Parliament to that purpoſe. | 
| Tob. *Tmay be neceſſary as things ſtand ſometimes—— But ſee here 
comes Flaile: Udſhaſh my Brothier too, now: for a peal of Wit. 

. i Enter Techiel and _- SE WI, 

Zech. Hah 1o6$y ——Beangarſon touch Fleſh, touc : Welcome 
to Town i'faith——upon honour 7] lookſt well, only thy Clintne's 

2 itkie 
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little diſguiſe thee ;. but no matter, where's my Father, hah——Bangop 
and | have been ſeeking him this hour, prithee where is he? 
+ T, Gone to the Tavern with an o1d Friend of his, | 
Zech.: Come! Lerus go thither too ;- Upon honour the. Tavern's a 
ſweet place,: and next to the Play-houſe, the moſt becoming a Gentle- 
man of any thinz——Sir, 1 kiſs your hand, and beg your [70 Harry. 
Pardon for negledt in Salutation : But my Eyes being ſerenely fix'd up- 
on my Brother, there happend an accidental Eclipſe between my impri- 
{ond Aſpe&, and, Sir, your Perſon : But the Luminaries of my Soul 
being kiadled' by diſcretion, 1 have now liberty to acknowledge and 
amend my fault committed ig point of Demeanour, , 
Tob. What! What's all this ? Udſhaſh ZechiePs mad 
Harr. Sir! 1am very unskilfol in a Repartee of this nature, and 
therefore b:g your excuſes, if all 1 can ſay is, that your wit had no 
occaſion for half this Apotogy. . 
_ Zech. Sir, your very Servant. Toby, Come let's to the Tavern, 
upoa honour: le make thee drunk to night, give me thy hand. What 
dull ———flaz——likz a Poet in a Church, prichee hold up thy head and 
Lwgh Man; and let us ſing, and-roar, and drink away the night like 
Sons of Thunder, ro morrow will be time enough to ſee my Father. 
Hey, come along, Boy. Bandog, Sirrah, you ſhall go too, - You ſhall 
drink Bumpers out of your Cultard-Cap, you Rogue, and be drunk for 


the honour of your Country [Strikes off Flailes Hat. 
Tob. Yes, yes! He's mad | 
Flail. *Slid! For ought 1 ſee you need no Wine :. prating will in a 
ſhort time make you too drunk for any civil Mans Company. 
Zech, Well ſaid Ploughſhare : Why how now Bully 1 ſtill in thy 
Dumps! not a word to ſave a Mans longing ? L7o Toby. - 
| Prithee look up and ſpeak like a Man of Worſhip: *Sdeath 1 mult 
. new mould you &re we part: I perceive that youl degenerate elle : 
Upon Honour he's no kin to me that is not as brisk as a Dancing Maſter. 
Give me the Spirit of Converſation, a Man that ſings, and talks, and 
laughs, and ſtares ——and comes aloft thus with agility, hah---[Yaurs. 
| Har. Like a Taylor o're a Waſhing-block : Well, 1 mult leave I 
, *em ; for the Diſeaſe of Folly is as catching as that of the Plague, — 


Gentlemen your Servant. _ FIG 
Zech, Ah Sir, you will not leave us: Shall we not break a jeſt toge- 


ther ofe a Glaſs of Burgundy! Upon honour a Man of Wit is to me 
as welcome as a Beautiful Woman. Toby, addreſs your ſelf to the 
Gentleman your Friend. 

| Tob. Sir! the Truth is, my Brother's a little off o*th* Hooks ; but 

. * *twill quickly away——'Tis only. the over-flows of Wit. . You know 
the old ſaying, Sire aliqua Dementio nullus Phabus | This Wit 1s plaguy 

- troubleſome. eG F3is | s 

© Harr. Right Sir. Therefore to prevent, Ile take. my leave till - 
ſome other time. x 4 WO! 74% / CES Barry. 


* Zech. 
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Fech. Is he gone ? Dam him he has no Mony now, not a ſouſe—— 

I know it. "Upon honour, in this age a Man knows not'who; to beſtow 

his Gallantry upon: If he gets among Perſons of Quality, they are ſo 

Critical, that he-has not matter enough to work on: If amongſt the 

Vulgar ; *cis loſt upon *em; for the ſenſe of paying a Reckoning, makes 
them as dull as a Cantabrigian newly enter'd into Orders. 

Flail. Ay, this London's a wicked Place, that's the Truth ont, 
Che? have gone 3 mile about, and ca hardly ſez ought but Ale-houſeft 
and Taberns. Ex. gn od Marat 

Tob, Nay, the worſt is, one can hardly know a Church from a Ta 
yern, but only the Church has ne're a Sign. 

Zech. A good Obſervation ! Gad Vle pinch thee for that. Pinch him” 
Baxdog, Reave"Four Church you Dog, and execute my Mandajes. Ha, 
ha, ha. | [Kicks away his Staff, he falls down. 

Tob. Ha, ha, ha, up again Flajle; there's no harm done, Udſhaſh ! 
ZechiePs grown an arch wag. 

Flail. Arch quoth a! *Slid he has broke my Noſe——Dee laugh ?. 
Ah you may be aſham'd o* your Aftions. Your Worſhipful Father 
wou'd ne*r ha? fery*'d me Zo. : | | 

Zech, Nay! No anger Flaile! Noanger ! What's a fall tro a Man 
o thy parts; Upon honour ?tis cuſtomary. here to give or take a fall 
from any Man, eſpecially amongſt Friends. 


Lord Bellamore, 24. Manly, and Footmen paſs over the Stage. 


Bella, Sirrah take this Letter, and do as 1 command you, away— 
you ſhall find me 1n the Mall- | (Ex. Footman. 

Come Manly, let's away——how now? Who's here? My Fop of 
the Temple, Fack ? This is he 1 told thee of, 1 won 300 Guineys of 
him tother night at Back-gammon. - 

'  Manl, *Twas well you won%em: They might cle have been throwa 
away upon one of far leſs merit; for 1 ſee he has'a kind of a lofing 
Face—— hel ner thrive at play. dey,» 

 Zetch. My Noble Lord ! 1 kiſs your Lordſhips great Toe. Worthy, 
Sir, your Adorer. Upon honour my Lord you had the moſt Victorious 
Chance t*other night 1 ever knew : But ſince it was my Fortune to 
loſe, Fate did me a great honour in chooſing your Lordſhip for my 
Conqueraur, ' | 

Bella.” Sir ! the moſt worthy are ſtill more ſubject to ill chance, and 
*tis as abſolutely impoſlible for me to excaſe my own good Fortune, as 
to enlarge upon your Merits. ca , 

Zech. Ah! 'Your Lordſhip o'rewhelms me in the delyge of your Gal- 
lantries. Be pleagd to know thy Brother, my Lord. ?Tis true, he's 
meanly apparePd; becauſe newly come fromthe Bleſling of* r500 a yeas 


S's &s 


in the Country, 'to ſpend a Month or two in Town ——but elſe upon 
honour of a good ftacure, fttalght back, and a Head of moſt bopefu 
expectation, EE | Bella _ 


- 


Poe 


8 _ MADAM FICKRLE; Or 


Bella, He ſeems no leſs, Sir. 1 withl had leiſure to comment upon 


his perfetions  -—-_- 
bh. Then here's my Fender, a tough Raſcal, a Fellow of fo ſtrange 
Coanſtitution,tbar *thas been often diſputed which was the better breed, 
e or his Oxea! Upon bonour a ſecond Zob/onr;, my Lord an everlaſt- 
ng Ploxgh- ſhere— do but view him! Stand forth O Man of Morley ! 
ha, ha——he bluſhes upon honour, he changes/Countenance. 
Mani. Not for a worſe I hope. —- | 
Bella. No, not unleſs he ſhould ſteal one off the Poles at London 
Bridge. But come, Prithee let's away : Such another deſcription 
would induce me to beat this Fellow for ſpoiling my Stomach to my 
Dinmer—— | } iÞ x0 %=" gl. Ade. 
Zech. What's that? Dinner ! Will your Lordſhip dine with me ? 
a diſh of Partridges, and a Joul of Salmon (my Lord.) 
Bella. Bur your ſauce is ſcurvy, and will doubtleſs corrode upon wy 
Nature. .- \ | 
Zech. Gad ! the beſt ſauce in the World. This Fellow 'was Cook 
to the King of France, and upon honour is the moſt iugenſous in his 
Funttion of any Man in Chriſtendom. 
AManl, But, Sir, our intrigue lies another way. 
Bells, Sir, we areto day Men of great buſineſs, and there is a preſſing 
Affair that requires inſtant performance. Therefore adicu, [Ez. Be]. Ma. 
Zech, This is the bane of our Nobility. Pride——Slath, and ill 
Manners undoes the Nation. 
Tob. A Lord quoth a! If all Lords have no more breeding than 
' this, the Nation is like to have a hopeful Houſe of Peers. Udſhaſh 1 
eould have carried matters better than ſo my ſelf—For with reverence 
. bei ſpoken, and under the Roſe, my Lord was as unmannerly a Fel- 
low as 1 ever ſaw. E 
Flail. Ha, ha, ha——he a Noble Man, and pundtilio no better. 
'By th'Maſs the Major of our Town has more manners by half. 
' Zech, Pſhaw—— What's matter ? Let %m go, upon honour 1 ſcorn 


- their ignorance, and to let *em ſee the Power of a Man of Wir : Thou 


and 1 will Lampoon *em. Ple teach thee within this three days to be a 
Man of Mode. and thou ſhalt talk, and roar, and fight, and fing, even 
with the beſt, nay Cocks of all the Bullies. Ile teach thee the moſt 
new and dextrous way of picking Wenches up. Then thou ſhale 


knaw their tempers, conſtitutions: Whether they are ith? Bost or 


may be Boarded. Thou ſhalt know every thing Boy. Ile be a true 
Brother to thee. _. 


Tab. Hoy Boys, then Ile warrant Pleleara quickly : Nay Udſhaſh-- 


Pm very quick at any thing 1 give my mind to. | 

_  Zech. No more blowing of Noſes on your ſleeve, gor twirling of 
Band-ſtrings, d% here? but when you are in Company, Cock your 
= place your Arms thus, look like the Son of Thunder, and cry 
Joh, 


Tob. 


- 
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Tob. Hoh-——Udfhalh ! Pie warrant thee Ple do%t.  —- 

Zech, Then we'll have our names alter'd - Les theold Proghtta keep 
their Appellations ; we'll be new Chriſtned : Mine ſhall be—- Filloftorsds x 
thine Rownſrvel———Hey Kownſrvel ; Upon Honour it ſounds rately—— © 
and then for humour. | ; 

-Tob. Ay, ay, I warranttheeBoy ! If I can but get a little Wit into 
this Pate of mine, Tet me alone for humour. 

Zech. Theo, my Pithagoras, ſhall thou andI make a Tranſmigration 
of Souls. Thou ſhalt marry my Miſtreſs, and thy Wife ſhall be my 
Gracious Paramour: 17 Punks ſhall be thy proportion, thou ſhalt 

.Deep in the comfort of clean Linnen; Wench with a ſafe Conſcience, 
and eat no more freſh Beef at mor; but the Fleſh-pots of Egypt ſhall 
fatten thee, and the Graſh ſh ia thy Summer. ; 

Tob. Hoy ! Rare, rare Phillorolido! Prithee give me a Note © thy 
Name! Udſhaſh I ſhall ne*r his on't elſe— | 

Zech. Come away then, we'll go preſently and Pratice— 

And to the Tavern door make our Approaches, | 
Like HeQ”ring Gallants ruſhing from Gilr —_— 
xennt. 


FR 5 
_ —_— —_ — 


4 * «es, 
Scene 1. The Mail. 


Emer Loyd Bellamore and Manley. WE Os 


Bella, A Fool is 2Yacuwn in Nature ; a Prolix ſtory without Margi- 
nal Notes; in whoſe Company a man neither gets credit 
nor profit : If he be Rich, his greateſt perfeQion is Avarice - if Poor, 
- he is altogether deſpicable, and unfit for Society - 
| Manl. | am not of your mind; for if Profit turn the Scale, there's 
certainly moſt to w_ by half-witted people ; and as to the diſgrace, 
the Notion of a Fool is ſo genera], and there's ſo many forts of %m, wy 


that a man loſes not an Inch of Reputation, but rather gets credit by 
their defct. - fe | _ 
Enter Page. 
Bella. Now, Sirrah! what News ? : 


Page. 1 deliver'd your Letter as your Lordſhip direQted; and ſhe de- , 
fires your viſit to'be as ſpeedily as you can; for ſhe his a Kinſman that 
about an hour hence has'ingag*d himſelf to wait on her z whoſe Com» 
pany ſhe fears may be very prejudicial. | 
| - Bella: 


lo MADAMAFIEKDE; Or, 
©. Bella, Vle be wither preſeatlys: -Fack!' 1 muſt beg thy pardon. 


Henk. . Whar,ag; aſlignation,: By / Lord! A -Love-challenge, | war- 
"anc; 


© we meet at. night ? 
Mani. At Lambs with the Fiddles anda Talboy. 
© Bella. Agreed - 1 will not fail them, : : farewell. 
&irrah follow me—— : : * .CExit Bell. and Page. 
.... Man. So! lamglad it happens this 3: 1 ſhould elſe have been put 
to the trouble of excuiſ ing my abſence from-him, Let me ſee, *tis 
now. five a Clock ! at fix 1 promigd Celza to viſit her, and his abſence 
. gives me a happy opportunity ro: perform it. 1'letake a walk round 
Ke VET, and by that time,*cwill be very Near, the hour. CEx. Man. 


Enter Zechiel and Toby in 4 new. "Suit. 


Fech, Splendid and Gent, upon honour thou art Metamorphog'd; a 
Courtier of the firſt Eg ition. Thou haſt the Town Air/already, and 
wear'ſt-thy Cloaths with a boon meen. Walkalitile! walk ! ah—— 
obſerve always to keep your Toes outward, and your Elbows as far 
back as you can; that*s right ! give me. thy. hand -..[lpon honour thou 
rt a modiſh Fellow —— 

Tob. Udſhaſh——1 muſt quarrel. I ſhall not be a right Gallant til 
I have beaten ſome body, or am beaten, it's all one : Hah ! Philloro- 
. mine. Plague ont I ſhall never hit of thy name. 

_ _Zecb. Thou ſhalt beat a-Conſtable to night, thou and 1 will ſcour 

through the Flannel Mermidons, and come off Conquerours; nay, ra- 
cher than fail thou ſhalt beat me: but Ple ha? thee fleſ?d. Stand here ! 
Suppoſe me now a Drawer, and that 1 had been tardy in procuring a 
Wench according to. your order : what wou'd you go o? th? ſudden ? 
.. Tob, Do! W Why thus? aBox o* th? Ear for a Prologue, you know 
that's but reaſonable— [Strikes bim, 

"Zech,- Right upon honour. Tis necelliry——but forward. 

Tob. Hoy; Scarampuchi, Raſcal, Paltron, Popinjay! Son of 20 Fa- 
| thers, beſides out-liers, - comers and- goers 3 ok a man of honour 

wait yr leiſure, you Dog, and miſs his. neceſl oth diverſion, through 
the negligence of ſuch a Scarab: Udbores, 1' t bs pye0 a Tripe. 
No haſte? No attendance ? Beats Zechic]. 

Zech. Hold, hold! ha, ha, ha; the right Tn Xed, Fleſh 
to the life——ha, ha, ha. Let me kibs thee for this; if thou canſt but 
get the art of gleaning from Plays, and rememberſt but my Rulcs for 
picking up Wenches z upon woo a HA PPOrT time not a VAPeY Rock of 
*Em val .can come ear thee for 

Tob.' Ay 4 but the ſay: rebels {06 of na ail enches is to ſpcak 
'Bawdy to %m, an the rruth-is,. Toa a Fay SIRE: 


but 1 ſhall quickly come tot. f. vg. 
Emer 


Bella Lon ſo1 "faith ; and 1 mult thicher inſtantly. Whete ſhall . 


— | i—_ aw Hcvaa cs .T .. 


—— - tes... Au yg. un th - a+ 
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Enter Arbella, Conſtantia, and Page. ' 


Arb. So pleaſant and ſo inconſtant'a Femper till now 1 never. knew : 
Her Carriage is ſo graceful and obliging, that tis infinitely delightful 
to all Companies; and if ſhe happens to ſpeak of Love, methinks there © 
; Hows a ſweetneſs from her Language, that charms the Ear, + | | . 
Conſt. And yet ſhe's falſe as Hell; ſo ſtrangely wedded to inconftancy 
that the Town begins to take notice of her,and ſpeaks the more loudly, \ 
as being ignorant of herquality : Sirrah carry that Letter as 1 direted > 
you—— | 
Tob. Udſhaſh! Here's Women, Brother ; good Buoy / Plebe gone; 
My Heart fails me already. 1 ſhall-never be able to ſpeak to%em. 
Zech. Not ſpeak to *em! Upon honour thou ſhalt, bravely too: 
What flinch in thy firſt Charge. Come back for ſhame; obſerve me, 
Ple begin—VPle introduce thee—Ladies/ the Devil take me if it 
be not. a Maxim againſt Reaſon and Civility, for-you to walk thus 
without Servants, But obliging Fortune, a particular Friend to your 
Sex, has ſent hither for that Employment” my Brother and/ my elf, 
and if your pleaſure | | 
Arb. Sir ! you will add: very much toour pleaſure toleave us; for we 
are in ſoill a pumour, that the Overtures of your imaginary. Wit will 
be loſt upon us. | | os 
Zech, Leave you! Shall 1 leave a Lady to the Tyranny of Melan- 
choly, that may be diverted with the pleaſure of my Company : Ma- 
dam, I know more of the PunCtilio's of Civility than ſo; therefore as 
I was ſaying, my Brother and my ſelf — | 
Conſt. Oli heavens, Madam ! This is the very Fool that my Father 
deſigns me to marry. | 


Arb. It ſeems he knows you not. | 
Conſt. No; he never ſaw me bn once, and then *twas at a Window. 


eh, My Brother and my felf, Madam, two of the moſt acompliſh'd 
Sparks P th? Town. | SEAN 
Arb.' Two of the moſt conceited Fops ? th? Town—— | 
Zech. That ſhall be punCtoal in obſerving your Commands. . 
Conſt. That ſhall be beaten moſt unmercifully, if you ſtay a little 


longer. <-* 7 558 | 
Zech. Beaten, Madam * What raſh Preſumer, careleſs of his Life, 


dares think a thonght like that——Beaten / - 

Tob. Udſhaſh, ſhe has quelld my' Courage already, wou'd 1 were 
at home again. ME 4 
Zech. ButI ſee, Madam, you are diſpoſed torally : Beaten / There 
goes more to the beating of a Manof Parts, than you imagine. Upon 
honout-l was my felf once ſo well skt1Pd ann bw that the He- 
rald had like to haye given mea Battoon for my Creſt; thereby to. have 
ſignalizd'wy Valour to Poſtericy, oY 4? 
| b. 


—_ — 
x l 
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—_ 


12  -MABAM FICKUE; Or, 


Arb. 1 wonder you miſs'd ſo decent an Honour : For 1 am of opi- 
nion *rwas an-excellent Device, -and very ſuitable g@ your new-coin'd 
Gentility. ab WAP : 

'-Zech. New-coin'd ! Damme this comes of walking without a Foot- 


' boy: Brother prithee come and eſpouſe my quarrel. Theſe Eternal 


ers have made my Throat as dry as a Spunge already——Come / 
x SE Rs 8 be tell me that ours is a new-coin'd Gen- 
til | - | 


it rbens | . = 
Con. Well, Sir, and what has your large quantity of Wit to ſay | 


| on this occaſion ? 


-Teb. I ſay! why l ſay— Say you what you will : The Family of 
the Tilbaries is an Antient Family, God bleſs the Royal Family, as a- 
ny Family in Chriſtendom, and he.that ſays the contrary is the Son 


. of a Whore, and my Brother here ſhall cut him into Stakes. 


b. Well faid, Rownſval. 


Ze | 
_ Arb. *$Slight! Prithee let's away ; this angry Fool will beat us. 
Tob. So, ſol they begin to fear me; I ſhall do well enough; 
the Coat- of the Tilbury*s new-coin'd — Udſhaſh cis cod. as Tilbury 


Carp, and that was in the ſame year with Noahs Flood. - 
- Conſt. Inſufferable Impertinence ! "They may well be Brothers; for 
their united Follies out-yies their Conſapgulnity. 


, 


* Enter Manly. 


Manl. Madam / the ail may now boaſt of a Happineſs unparallel'd, 
enjoying the ſweetneſs of your Company. 
b. Still your Rhetorical Vein Mr, 24azly, you conſider not the 


| weak Capacities of Women. 


| Manl, Yes Madam: 1 may conſider it; but am ſufficiently ſatisfied in 
"my knowledge of your Capacity to think it mean: But me thinks 
your looks are not ſo lively as *tis uſually ; Your Eyes have loſt part 


of their fire; Wo late laſs I hope Madam, bas cany'd this alteration 7 


None, Sir, only a little moleſted with the preſent heat, and 
continual buzzing about of- Flies that haunt me. | 
 Manl, Flies; 1 underſtand you, Madam. YE 

Tob. Come, 1 ink wehad bel go: Here's ſame miſchief hatching. 
Zech, Ve not ſtir upon honour, what a Pox he dares not draw in 


fore ?twill become y 


Fand your Brother Eop there, to leave %em, 


| we Og 6 7. for Conveniences, lc ah 
Zech, Brother FopSix ! Upon hano icence; your Toggue by 
the priviledge of the. 5 4 tbould not have- paſg'd 
Manl, When T ſhall cux your Thro ; Come Ladies, Ple be your 


- OY be” FE | Guardian; 
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cur _ theſe ann mn. . they dare. The. reſpet; 1 
oble Company that uſualy walk -here, tie 

Dee if they fleep/on'e my, ? "CEx. M ap.mf Swords 
Tob. Uithaſl? Pie go hire a Conch, and- imto the Country imme imme- | 


diatel 
| Zeck. The Country ! Snth another word attd Ple renounce the 
for ever ; .Prithee think no more ont: Helllbe hangd before- he 
Challenge us. 

Tob. | ſee he has # murd'ronvintention; and "His an att of piodeace 
to be careful: 


Emer Flaile: 


' Flail. Oh 1 have found you atlaſt? -1 wonder where the Dickins you 
ramble! clhave ſearch'd alt the Coftee-honfen and-Taberns *twixe 
this and Weſtminſter for you : Why by th* Maſs my young Mr. Toby 
turn'd Gallant too. Whoep! by Coxounty what a-change is here ? 
Come you maſt go to Sir Arthur Oldloves to your-Father ; By th*Maſs 
he's almoſt out on's Wits for you. 

Zech. Go Bandog ;, tell him we come,  andSirrah bid him get a Bot- 
tle of Claret, and a Neats Tongue ready ——Go-—— Brother, come, 
cheer up: Pox on 't, a Rencounter is nothing when thou art ug'd to't— 
Prithee let's be merry | 

Tob. If this Man had not come to diſturb us, I could have been very 
merry—— Uiſhaſh 1 could, have beaten the Woman into a Jelly; but- 


no matter, Time and Experience ſhall mend all. .  CExeun, i 
; SCENE TIL 
Enter Madam Fickle and Silvia. bs 


- Fick, Is he come / giveme the Glaſs. 
Silv. Yes, Madam, and I've led himinto the Parlor, I proteſt he's 


a handſome Man, and one that in my opinion little deſerves the 


Cruelty you intend him. 

Fick, Call you Aﬀetion Cruelty? 

S:tv, Flattery in AﬀecCtion is extreameſt- Crielty,: 1 know'you love 
him not: Ihave hieard*you' often coiifeſsit: and'to' poſſeſs him with a 
belief you do, and at' laſt daſh'his' hopes 'with' a denial," is''a horrid 
Torture. 

Fick, I am glad be moves your Pity. Do you love him 

Silv, 1 commiſerate his Fortutje——his love is a Happineſs too high 
for me; but, good Madam, let me preſume to ask the reaſon why you 
uſe all your Lovers thus? 

Fick, Well,in hopes to makethy diligence the ſorer,Vle tell thee why. 


"Twas 
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4 H _ 
1, '- MADAM FICKLE; Or, 
| *T was my unhappy Fate ſome three years ſince tofall in. Loye, 
| To give away my Heart, and throw my ſelf into the arms + | 
$5, One of mean deſcent——and alſo ſlender Fortune, . Yet had Deſtiny 
So link*d my Soul with his,- that each kind glance 
Shot from his darting Eye, methought wen throwgh me. 
I loy'd, nay and ador'd with ſo much zeal, | 
64 1 cou'd have dy'd— nay willingly been torturd: | 
' 1 thought he could not wrong my Innocence; for then 1 
Swear 1 was ſo innocent 1 knew not what ſin was ; 
Yet this deluding Wretch ! this baſe Seducer, although 
I lighted all for him, laught at my fervent | 
Paſſion, ſcorn'd and left me, and when 1 thought his Heart 
Was mine for ever, *twas then moſt treacherous, and fartheſt 
From me: Therefore I've made a ſtrift and ſolemn 
Vow, on the whole” Sex-to execute revenge——Flatter, nay - 
Wheedle all 1 can, and ever Vi" 


To prattice to enſagre———but to love NEVEIm—— 
Silv. The ſtrangeſt revenge 1 ever heard ;; but I doubt not, Ma- 


dam, ina ſhort time Love will alter your condition. 
Fick, Vie venture that——Go and Conduct him hither, and fetch 


thy Lute and ſing, CExit Silvia. 


- 


S O N G: | 


Beneath a Shady Willow, near 

A Rivers purling Streams ; 
ELLEN, 

With folded Arms aſt aſleep 

Poſeſ”d with Buble Dreams, : 

. Her working faculties ſupply.d, with drowz Yd : 
For oft ſea ſigh, an Pee, "and gra 4 4 "0 
Thinking ber much-low Celadon was there. | 


| But 4s 7 yy: harmleſs Maid, 
rap'd in ſilen! , 
rofong all that coal be ſought, 
In fetter'd ſenſe or happy thought, 
_ Her Swain came fiſhing by, 
« He eager of ſuch 'rapting Bliſs, awak'd her with a Kiſs, 
She Bluſhing roſe, qnd cry d, unhappy Fate ) 
Ah Celadon thou now art come too late. 


* 


Enter Bellamore. 


=} Bella, Mirror of Beauty !. Abſtract of perfe&tion, 
Sweeter than Banks of Roſes, and more: T7) 
| ihe Glorious ' 


"" 
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® Glorious than the Bright Empreſs of .the Ruddy - * - 

Morn; when early Titan riſl ot 4 aeos | 
Fick, So early in your florid Vein, my Lord. I thought that 12 at 

night had been alivays your facetious hour : For Heavens ſake no more 


of this, you't loſe your ſelf in theſe Hyperboles. 

Bella, Toloſe my ſelf in you——were to find Heaven— hah-— 
Gad Methinks I have expreſs'd my ſelf in as decent ; 
A whining Method, as *tis poſlible for a Lover to do. *_ 
Come! ſhall weabroad, my Coach is at door: Prithee let's to the Park, 
"tis a fine Evening. , 

Fick, No, Iam oblig*d to ſtay at home to receive the Viſit ofa Kinſ- 
man, that ſent word he would wait on me. | 

Bella. A Pox on Kinſmen! Gad we have other Buſineſs than to 
mind Relations, in theſe Caſes an aſlignation diſappointed with one 
of them, is no more than the telling of a Lye, or an ordinary frailty ; 
but to ſpoil an amorous Intrigue, when perſons are not at all times pro- 
vided, Ygad ?tis a molt inhumane offence, and merits condign punitſh. : 
ment in the World to come. - | | 

Fick, Ay, Sir but this is ſuch a Kinſman NS 2 

Bella. Such a Kinſman? why the nearer he is related to, you, the 
better he may ſtay: The cold buſineſs of Conſanguinity is ſeldom ty'd - 
to an hour, once a Week, or a Month will ſerye the turn well e- 
nough; but the preſſing Affair of Love brooks no delay. The minute 
muſt be watch'd chat guides our Souls to perfect Joys, and they who 
neglect are Fools. : | 

Fick, Well, if Impudence be a grace in a Lover, I ſwear, my Lord, 
you have as large a portion as any one I know : What man but you 
durſt contradict his Miſtreſs thus ? _- | 

Bella, What Woman but youdurſt provoke a Lover thus? Nay one 
that is to marry you; and conſequently to have power to Tyrannize 
over you; Tqglie with you but oncea week, and then with an ill will 
too: To ſend you into the Country to look ;o your Dairy ; To keepa 
_ in Town, and live three times beyond my Eſtate, according to 
Cuſtom. | 

Fick, Is it not alſo in my power to be falſe ? Is my Beauty ſo mean 
think you, that no one wou'd make Addreſſes ? Lies it not in my a- 
bility to wheedle you intoa belief of Love, and at laſt to forſake you ? 
——-Aſſure your ſelf it does——but Heaven knows'l am too conſtant. 

Bella, A Miracle in Nature! A Notionof fo ſtrange an extrayagance, 
that the very ſound is incredible! Conftancy in Woman is a ſecond Mai- 
denhead : *Tis loſt e*re they know they have it, _ and your. Conſtitation, 
Madam, certainly tends that way, and the truth were known = 

ide, 


Fick, He little thinks how.right he gutiſeg——— 
Bella. But fince you are in ſo ills huma: Ir.” and are refoly*d to ſpend 
this Afternoon here.like'a Turtle " olitari yin. your Cage, le leave 
you, and ſtrive to Uivert my ſelf with other Company : I have a es 
ent 


Fe 2 C 


» MADAM BIORLE; Or, © 
ſent here too, which” prom Dedicare & your buy to the Mer 


A Peck ties of Peert!"t ni or fol that fol L—uſe you 

pleaſure, . my Lord: "The Virtae'of #Preſent feldomt makes me fond of 
Mans Com 

>) Yout WE wares; this indiffirenicy beecimies y6 

1y- That modiſhcurti'o fyour Tur + andglnee of your be 


waz infinigely adam; 1am Tow itt a Dok 
Ron Po and'not whe ry Ie with ſa Dilarory motions; 1>' begging 


your pardon formy obſtructing & your Kinſmans Viſit—l take ſexye—- 
' Fice, Well! 1 am the very*iTFool; I fear, my fondneſs makes 
you infult.over me; another Woman wou'd have made youcomply,and 
| wp lad to ask ber pardon; bur my good nature makes you ſlighr me: 
ella. No, this ation has indeer d my Soul to' thee, and Tam faſter 
_ thine than. ever; 5 I could live for ever in thy Arms-— feed on thy 
Lips aud ſurfeix with thy Kiſſes, _ $i 


Enter Silvia. _— 244-30 


. Silv, Ma an, th Gentleman is come. . ji 

Fick,. Unlucky, minute / Sweet my Lord away ; 
I woy?d not have him ſee you for the World: | 

Zella,. The Devil blow him bence'in a Whirlwind : I will obey you? 
but by Heaven with as ill a will as ever Coward fought a Duel; but 
ſince it. uſt be fo——adieu: Nay do not ſmile upon me 7 by the 'Lord 
I ſhall tire your Kinſmans'patience,- and ſtay if you do. ' Farewell A 
Pox upon him I ſay——Farewell, Madam, [Exit, 

Fick, So, there's one diſpatch*d. I was fain to tell him 
'Twas a Kinſman, to get him gone the ſooner—ſtay ; this is my paſ- 
fionate Lover.; ane that Woes by Method, and ſpeaks blank Verſe, 
Now. muſt I change my. tenant fairable to hs oh, and ſpeak in the 
ſame, ſbile : Let me ſee; o lov'd 1 0 Þ Heaven! m2 throngs 
of woes oppreſs*d her barmltſt Breaft 7 Very well F have itrately. 
Now to my Poſture—— This Book——Languiſhing Eyes——$S06—— 
And neceſſary. Handkerchife to wipe Imaginary Tears off —$9.__— 
The, Devi Pave YL flog TAB Fnough. Here he comes, 
Inf: So "a - -, DSits at the Table, 
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Mant. Life a my Shut? bti A Titaſre of tlie War 
Queen of on go | the beſt 


Of. all, thy-Charming, Sex——— —— What diſmal" Fate” *' L #7 
aca Rea ion? Why are Eres 7 
Late the extreams of ty; AE OOTY "2a Bf 
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Than when the Sun Eclipſed threatens a Chaos. '' 
Fick, Pardon my Frailty, Sir : -I have not learn'd *þ i 

The power to dilleeab le: Who cou'd read | 

The _aphele Fate of wretched Ariadne? 

Hear Theſeus falſhood, and the piercing Moans 

Of a-diſtreſs*d Maid, 'by Love nndone, 

Left all alone within a Deſart Iſle, 7 : et; 

And not pay Tribute of a Tear or two, to grace the Story? - 
Manl. *T was a horrid aft, - 

And 1 confeſs deſerves it; but in us, 

That love and glory /in the Paſſion, *tis 

Not fit deſpair ſhould Tyrannize. 
Fick. Let them deſpair that merit no Return, - 

My paſſion has been permanent. 

- Manl. And mine 

The trueſt Heart that ere obey*d the DiQates 


Of Loves Imperial Power, from that hour 


That firſt obtain*'d my Eye the happy Obje& 
Of your perfetions, my poor fetter'd Heart, + 
Proud of. the Chains of ſuch a Conquering. Beauty, 
Reſolv'd to Grace the long-wiſh'd Viftory | 
With a perpetual Conſtancy. 

Fick, And mine, : 
Bleſs?d with the pleaſure-of your Loves Addreſſes, 
Grew proud of ſuch a Fortune : Happy Ceba/! 
Wov'd | oft cry; if thou canſt purchaſe him, 
Thy Race is finiſh*d, th? abtract of all Love, | 
Vertue and Valour: Then with my Minds perſpeCtive 
Wou'd 1 ſurvey your Soul, and ſigh, and covet : 


- Love to my ſenſe ſuch pleaſing Motions. brought, 


That 1 was loſt in my -own various Thought. 
Man. Sweet: Creature! Oh my Sout how I adore thee ! 
The tranſport of whoſe touch has power to kill; 
If I ſhow'd vifit often,” ſpeak ſweet Charmer, 
Will you be always, true ? always thus Conſtant ? 
ick. Conſtany! Alas) What power have 1 to change 
When yu poſſeſs, my- Heart, ;þ #2Y; 


= My Soul! .. | 
' Fick, My Heart! | : 
Manl. My Lite ! My Vital Spirits! Oh Heaven, 1 fool my ſelf in 


too much Love, and dote-on my own Happineſs; 


3. «A wits wt Kneels and Kiſſes ber Hand, 
Fick, Be's finely caught! Wit, where art thou now ? , 
Manl. Erring Philoſophers, that: Knowledge prais?d 

Above the Bliſs of Women, Women, Delicious 


Quiateſſence 


= —h 
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Quinteſſence of Nature: Heavens Treaſures "ob rd 
Fram'd/to enrich 'Mankind, - and make *em Deittes: 

Travel, fond Cynick, through. the: ſpacious Globe ; | 
Dive through the Sea ; thence through the Airy Region 
Soar, to find out new pleaſures; and at laſt, 
When thou haſt known the Joys of Earth and Heaven, 
Believe with me it terminates In Women. 


Enter Silvia. 


Silv. Madam, your Kinſman is below, -and deſires the favour of your 
' Company. bra 

" Fich, . Unfortunate minnte; for Heavens ſake,Sir, begone: 1 am un- 
-done if he ſees you. Heark! he's coming up. .”. 
Manl.. Was ever Fate like mine --— Wear this, Sweet Creature, 


and remember me—— [A Ring. 
So ! 2dieu Divineſt; - Sweeteſt, Kindeſt! O Heaven ! 
Muſt 1 be gone ?———— LExit Manley. 


Fick. Ha, ha, hd; 1 think 1 did it to'the life / Silvia, didſt thou 
- hear our Court? | 
Silv. Yes, Madam; and I ſwear pity the poor deceiv*d Gentleman. 
Fick, Pity him! 'prithee talk no more on't: but who is that below ? 
 Silv, The Young Brisk Gentleman that fell in love with you ye- 
.ſerday; hs that your Ladyſhip gave the Song to. | X 
Fick. Tell him le come to him. | [Exit Silvia. 
Now for a Brisk Airy humour to:agree with the Temper of this Fool. 
This is the moſt eaſie Fop of all my Pretenders. 
There needs no Net for him ; his own aCtions are 
His beſt Betrayers; The other two I confefs have 
More Wit: But what then? Love makes a Dunce of a 
Counſellor, and their fondneſs proves as prejudicial 
As Cothers folly. :O: Men! Silly Men! That fetter*d with 
A Smile, forget the Buſineſs'of their Creation ; 'the Mottves 
Of their Honour ; and the ſafety of their Country —— Thus 
Far my revenge is proſperous; and le forward. My Panthers 
Breath ſhall-draw *em to the Snare; my Tongue ſhall | 
Charm; my Smiles kindle Loves Fire in their'amorous 
Souls, till they*re ſcorch'd ſeverely ; then forſake %em': 
Whilſt in my Breaſt, my Heart obdurate Flint | ONS 
Shall hear, and yet.not-pity. «841% 
Thus all fhall'know that were like me refus'd, 


-” 


No Serpent like-a Woman when abus'd. [Exennt. 
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Enter Sir Arthur Oldlove (ridiculouſly dreſt, hung with Medals) Til- 


bury, Jollyman, Dorell. 
[.4 Table with Scull, Sword, Vial Shooing-horn, 


Box and Pitktooth, cum <C#ter1s. 


Sir "2 I R, *cis no matter what the World thinks. The World 

| think? why let it think, 1 ſay, once agen z tis ſuch as we 
redeem loſt time from ics Choas of Confuſion : ; Is thcre any thing more 
pleaſant than Antiquities ? The knowledge of the diſtinttion of Ages, 
or the deeds and manners of the Ancient, 1 ſay, is there any thing more 
pleaſant ? Oh happy Romans that took this into conſideration ; for 
my own part 1 am nothing, a man of Ignorance, a meer Reptile i in 
theſe Rarities, 

Foll, Every man in his humor, and let the World rub; Appetite and 
Fancy are two great Monarchs that ſway Mortality, and hang-pinch- 
ing,; udsbores ?cis fic they ſhou'd be fatisfi?d; but good Sir Arthur, 
what are theſe ? Doubtlcſs theſe are Rarities too. 

Sir Arth. Right Sir,. and {ſuch Rarities, that were their worth va” 
Iwd, the Weſt- Indies were too ſmall ro Purchaſe them.” 

Tilb; L warrant this has been ſome Princes or great'mans Scull, »bo- 
dikins he looks ſtill with the face of Authority. 

Sir Arth. Fie, fie, Sir, your bat on: Fhis Relique ſhould be toncht 
with reverence; but * your ignorance muſt excuſe all Pray ſtand a 
little back——and give attention—T his Scull, this noble prudent 
politick Scull, once bclong'd, or as | may more properly ſay, was Per- 
tinent to the Body of Sr. Gawarre, a Knight of the Round Table. 

Tilb, St. Gawaine | A Dutchman, was henot ? 1 believe know tome 
of his Relations. 

Sir Arth, A Dutchman! oh inſupportable—Sir, did you ever know 
a-Relique made of the Scull of a Datchman? No, he was a Britaia Sir, 
a hardy Britain, and N-phew to the famous King Arther of happy me- 
mory ;; and. this Scul} was late: reudent in Dover Caſtle, broughr thi- 
ther by a fam'd Antiquary, whoſe name time has outworn; and ſince 
purchag?d;-by me, 'to iluſtrate'this — amongft-the reſt of my me- 
morable Antiquities, | 

Foll. Very well, Sir, proceed. 

Sir Arth And this here is the fam'd Hero, Sir Lancelot du Lakes 
©word 
. . Tilb, Yle warrant this has been the death of many'a Conſtable ; bind 
methinks, Sir Arthur, the Rult has been alittle too bold with it. 

. Sir Arth. AlSir! "Ruſt addsto Antiquity, *tis our Friend : And we 
that are skill'd in theſe inatters , can by the Ruſt on a Sword tell how 


long it has been durable, D 7oll, 
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Foll. Hang pinching, *twas well diſcover*d; | ſee a man may live 
and learn, tho? he be never ſo old, good Sir, forward. 

Sir Arth. This here is a Shooing-horn, d*mark me—Hats off till—- 
Pray obſerve it——a Shooing horn , 

Foll. *Tis fo ——— 

Sir Arth, This ſhooing-horn, Gentlemen, the firſt thatever was in- 
vented, was, with reverence be it ſpoken, the neceſſary impliment of 
the Queen of Sheba, and left by her careleſs Chambermaid at Fernſa- 
lem, after her viſit to King Solomon, 

'Titb. By St. Jago an admirable diſcovery, ?bodiking who would 
have thought ſo much ancient Honour could depend upon a ſhooing- 
horn. 

Full. Very ſtrange ! very ſtrange! by St. ago, as you fay; but the 
ſtranger the merrier, the merricr the better Company, and ſo hang 
pinching, let; the World rub. 

Sir-Artb, This is the Silyer box that Nero's Beard was kept in ; 
*twas in the Yatican 300 Years, and lately preſented to me by a Friend 
of mine, a man of great authority in Kore. 

Tilb, Somewhat like a Tobacco-box 

Sir Arth. No comp:riſons, good Sir, but obſerve, this is the Rub- 
bing-Bruſh of S:1vins Ortho, and this the Picktooth of Heliogabalus. 

Foll, Carefully preſery*d from: the ruines of. time, 

To grace your Study, Sir Arthur. \. 

Sir Arthur. Laſtly, this: laſt—tho? moſt precious and beſt of all 
my Reliques; this Vial is full of the tears of Sr; Jerom, in former Years 
pendant upon the Spire of St. Sepalchres Steeple ; but by my indulgent 
care and great charge redeenrd from thence when-the City was on fire, 

Tilb, A thing of moment, Sir, and worth your diligence. 


Enter Servant, | 


Serv, Sir, there's two Gentlemen below deſire admittance. | 
Tulb. *Sbodikens my Sons, my Sons : Sir Arthur, [ordered them to 
come hither, that they mightſee the Ladies you writ me word of. 


Friend ſhew ?em the way up—— : [ Ex. Serv. 
Sir Arth. You did welb Sir ; Dorell, go ſee if my Neece be at leiſore, 
and bid my Daughter come hither. ' CEx. Dor. 


Foll. Ay., ay» come, hang pinching, let's ſee the Lady, tet Womeh 
make up the Conſort,and then let the World rub,there's mirth and fro- 
lick in*c, but without Women udsbores *tis prolix, *cis impertinent, tis 
=—_ thing ill, and nothing well; hang pinching, Women, Women, I 

ay. 

T1. Well faid 5-and-50, by. St. Fago thou grow*lt young agen» 
thowrt a very Boy. "= 

Foll. Not frozen, not frozen, heart whole, and warmenough to kee 


out Weather; udsbores, when 1 was 1-and-26, 1 was the ſprightly*it 


Fellow —— 
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Fellow—1 cou'd have ſung and danc*d,and leapt and jumpt—hey troll-- 
faith—but ?cis paſt now—<tiowaver 1] am ſbund— hem-—not ſo old, 
but I am a jolly man ſtill, and hang pinching, let the World rub. 


*s 


Enter Zechiel, Toby «nd Plaile. 


Tilh. Zeobjiel—— my Boy-—— how 'doſt thou——kiſs me firrah—— 
*;bud 1 am glad to ſee thee—they tel) me y*are grown an arch Wag— 
hah —— how now? what Afetamorphoſis firrah! where got you them 


Cloaths ? CTo Tob. 
Tob. Now muſt | give him a private Item, or this ignorant old Fool 
will diſgrace me before all the company. [Takss him afide. 


Tilb. Oh! are they ſo, Sir ? Well, God give ye joy : 
But Zechzel, prithee, what News in Town ? 
Doſt thou thrive ——hab 

Zech. Thrive! theres a Salrobury queſtion already ; upon honour, "tis 
pity my Father was no better bred : Sir,the nouriſhing fecundity perti- 
nent to our ſphere, has beſtow?d a better Talent on me than can be 
poſſibly acquired by Fortunes donation, and therefore— Noble Sir Ar- 
thur, | ſue to kiſs your hand—— 1 was fo bury*d in my Fathers Carcſſes, 


that 1 proteſt my Eyes were Traytors 


Sir Arth. Sir! I hope you and I ſhall have a nearer affinity and. 


knowledge of one another ere long. [ Tob. ſurveys Sir 
| Arth. Cloaths. 
Tilb. By St, F-go my pains were il] employ'd elſe! Why I came to 
Town for that purpoſe 
Sir Arth. But where's your Brother, Sir ? 
Zech. Here, Sir—taking a particular view of your Habit—— 
Upon honour Sir Arthur, methinks your -Cloaths are not made accor- 
ding ro Mode. 6 
' Sir Arth. Mode——ah good, Sir, no more ©? that, no Modes I be- 
ſeech you : my Habit is the Mirror of my Mind, little do you know the 
value of this ontſide, Sir, in brief, *cismore than the Kings three Do- 


minions can purchaſe. 

Tob. Udſhaſh Id like to have ſpoiPd all, I took him for a Morrice- 
Dancer, L 

Sir Arth, Todiſplay my meaning more plainly, Sir, this Medal was 
the Badge of peace ?twixt Scanderburg and the Turks ; this was the 
Doublet of Guſtavus Adolphus; and theſe Breeches, renown'd be the 
tatter'd Linings, were the Breeches of Pomphey the Great ; he was calPd 
Pomphey the Great, by reaſon of theſe great Breeches. 

Foll. Peace be to the ancient Cobwebs betwixt the ſcams ; Sir Ar- 
thur, your Servant, | muſt go ſeek my Son : Odsbores here's the Lady--- 
Pl ſtay alittle longer now, ' and let the World rub —— 


D 2 Entry 


Sir Arth, Well, 1 fay ſtill, there's nothing fo becoming as Gravity. 
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Enter Conftantia.-- 


Sir Arth. How now, where's my Neece ? 

Conſt. Gone to the Park, Sir, with my Lady Arbella, _- 

Sir Arth. Park | What without my permiſſion ? Paſſion 0? me, I ſhall: 
have her ſton, Huſwife, this is your fault, you are ſtill prating to her 
of the pleaſure of Intrigues as you call *em; Well, theſe new damnable 
Cuſtoms utterly undo the Nation. - 

Conſt, Sir, 1.am.not her Guardian, tho? you are; nor do 1 think it a 
particular of my duty to pry into her aCtions. 

Joll. This certainly the Lady A#rry told: me of, Odsbores a merry 
Muſhrum Þle warrant her. 

Sir Arth, Well, ſince *tis ſo,, we muſt praQtiſe patience, and Mr. T:lbury 
it ſhall be my care hereafter to have her ready for your Son's addreſles-- 
in the mean time, pray Daughter know this Gentleman, whom I have 
eleted for your husband; [Zech. hides his' face, and goes backward. 
And let it be a mark of your duty to uſe him kindly. Come, Sic, along 
along——a young brisk Fellow, and ſo backward fie. 

Zech. The very ſame Woman l affronted in the all; what ſhall 1 
do, ſhell diſcover me, 4 

Tilb. Why how now firrah, what flinch, recreant diſtard---Bodikins 
thou art a diſgrace to th? Family ; th* 7i/baries have been good Holders- 
forth for above this $o Years, and ſhall they now be daſt'd like a 
Knight at a Bear-beating; for ſhame, to her, to her agen 1 ſay, by Sr. 
Fago I'll cudgel thee forward if thou doſt not. [Toby breaks the Vial. 

Sir Arth., Mercy a*me, what's that ? 

Tob. No harm, no harm, only a little Vinegar Bottle, an accidental 
Miſchance, as I hope to be ſav*d Sir Arthur. 

Sir Arth, How! the Vial ! oh Heaven! the Vial ! What Sr Ferom / 
St Ferows tears! oh Hell! Fate | Death! Deſtiny ! Pm undone, loſt, 
ruin'd for ever--the Vial ” St Jerom's tears ſpilt,the Holy Relick ſpoil'd ; 
oh 1 am miſerable, oh inſupportable loſs. Out of my doors thou Varlet: 
away ; I abominate thee, deteſt thee, and thy whole Race, for this 
deed ; away | ſay, St Ferom! Sr Ferom | oh diſmal accident ! 

Tilb. Good, Sir, have patience, le make reſtitution. 

Sir Arth. Patience! Reſtitution ! ?sbud both the /nazes cannot do't : 
Hadſt thou burnt my Houle, -murder'd my Wife and Daughter, ſton 
my Plate, any thing but this, I cou'd have forgiven, but to diſoblige 
St Ferom, St Ferom;, O inſufterable ! inſufferable ! ?cis a capital crime, 
and not to be forgotten ! [Exit, 

Tilb. Sirrah, this 1s your unlucky hand. Come, we muſt go and 
comfort him, he*l run mad elſe—— | LEx. Tilb. Joliman. 

Conſt. So 1 hope this accident, and my: Father's anger, will be a 
means to keep me from the future impertinences of this Fop. Lord ! 
how you lcok, Sir. What's the matter ? 


Zech, 
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.-, Zech; Nothing, : Madam : only a little troubled at my Brothers late 
miſcarriage,:and the diſturbance of the Company. | 

Conft. You may repair that inconvenience in the al tonight, Sir-- 
there will be variety. 

Zech. A pox on her, ſhe has diſcover*d us! Well, Madam, I gueſs 
your meaniog z and, though my behaviour expreſgd a little too mich 
the freedomof theage. That I can give my ſelf this ſatisfation, that 
I did nothing but what was Courtly, and like a Gentleman. | 

Conf. A Gentleman of the firſt rate I grant, Sir ; that is an inſig- 
nificant Squire, whoſe addreſkes are ſo formal and common, that your 
Fleeftreet Prentices have better, whoſe head, hands, and body are di- 
verſly imploy*d in faſhioning a bow z and, when he ſpeaks, he might be 
call'd a walking Bagpipe, being oblig*d to his Noſe for gracing his 
utterance. 

Tob. Nay, if you talk of Noſes, here's a Noſe, and udſhaſh, under the 
Roſe, another manner of Noſe than yours is, if you go to that. 

Conſt. Suitable to the owners perſon, I confeſs; and were my judg- 
ment askt in this particular, I ſhou'd gueſs your Noſe and Underſtand- 
ing to be much of a length; only there is this difference, your Noſe is 
more viſible, but both very equivalent to your perſon and behaviour. 

Tob. Madam, let me intreat you to be ſo much your own Friend, as 
not to queſtion my behaviour. The ſhame will be yours, if you do, L 
aſſure you that——*Sbud, I knew how to behave my ſelf, before you: 
knew how to———(mum, I had like to have ſpoke it-—) to diſcern be- 
haviour. 

Conſt. Your brisk air, bone Meine, and Fentile garb expreſſes it, Sir. 
You are the exact picture of your Brother there : Nature drew you 
from its Copy. And Sir, ſhe has furniſht you, as the World may ſee, 
and you your ſelf doubtleſs imagine, with all graces pertinent to- your 
Sex: but we are ſeated in ſo relentleſs an Air, that I proteſt 1 am 
blind to your perfection, and you appear to mea very ordinary perſon, 
conſidering the advantages you have of impertinence, impudence, and 
good Clothes. What your Brother may be in my Lady Fickles eyes 1 
know not: but if ſhe deſires his Company as little as I yours, we ſhall 
both ſleep without dreaming. Ha 
. Zech, Damme, II be gone. This eternal fleerer will jear me to a 
Conſumption--Come Toby, let's to the Tavern, and rore to night : I'le 
warrant thee 'I'le procure a: couple of Females, that ſtall be good 
Company, and glad of.ours——This is the-moſt everlaſting Repartee-+ 
Ouns, ſhe has given.me the Griping of the Guts in ſtudying an An 
ſwer — Come, come away. b: £0 

Tob. Will, | am certainly the unlucky? fellow in the World : Why 
ſhould 1 not now be as witty-2s)thee?——-bag only Ngtures a ſon of a 
Whore, Deſtiny's aSlut, and Fortune's a Bitch; or elſe men had had 
predominance In- talk, not Women: well, the Devil will' have *em 
for'r one day, that's my comfort, | [Exeunt, 

| Conft, 


- 
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-Corft. Hard fatenf. Women, tharbdiiow pourhearts whedd is noxe- 
turn : and that often, hated as love:few, i Maddy knew t tov'd 
him; 21 queſtion the foceis, -and: yet without. hazard} nothing is per- 
fetted: I wonder | have no anſwer of my Letter. 1*arfure he had it ; 
but { muſt have paticace z 1 expect th event, as time gives oppor- 
tunity. | | 
Enter Jollyman. 

Foll, Your, ſervant Lady. 

Your Fathei's in an extravagant rage yonder about breaking his Vine- 
gar Bottle, his Relique, as he caus it. Nothing can pacifie him. - He: 
ſwears he will fill another with his own tears, and never ſtir abroad 
cill *cis finifhr. | 

Conſt, *Tis, what pleaſes his humour, Sir. I hope he has gain'd ſo 
much of time to (atishe himſelf in every particular, without difgracing 
his Qaality, or reproaching his years. 

Foll. Prettily expreſt, that ; Udsbores, Madam, you ſpeak well, pithy, 
and to the purpoſe. My Soo Harry has a Love-intrigue with a Lady 
that lodees in this houſe, and, pardon .my preſumption, at firſt I 
thought you to be the perſon, 

Conſt. No, Sir! I am not the perſon ; and becauſe 1 am loath to ſee 
good nature abus'd, Ile tell you a ſecret. Therefore know, this per- 
10n your San loves 1s at this time engag'd to twenty beſides this old 
Gentlemans Son you faw here. , 11 | 

Foll. How! Twenty pretenders!. . . | 

Ccnft. At ledit, Sir: all which ſhe whealdes for revenge or profit, 
without the leaſt deſign of Love or Marriage : for, to tell you the 
truth, Sir, (however ſecretly ſhe carries it) ſhe's marry*d already. 

Toll. Why then my Son 1s wheadled. | 

Conſt. Very near the brink of a precipice, aſſure-your ſeif. - 

« Joll, Piego inſtantly and diſengage him : 'This was a:lucky diſcove- 
ry. My Son gull'd | no, my Caution ſhall fecure him from the danger, 
and then let the World rub. - 

Conſt. Sir, I had not preſum'd to ſo free a Relation, had 1 not 
known how nearly it concerns you, who bear an eſtimable Character 
emongſt the greatelt Grandees. Sir, 1 beg your pardon, I muſt viſit 
my Father. [Ex. Conſtance. 
Joll, Udsbores, a Woman of pretty parts, and methinks.of an ex- 
celient humour--—hah-——old Harry, notio old yet, 'but ſach a 'Nut 
may be crackt: but more of this hereafter. Now to my Son, Ile get 
his neck out of the Nooſe, and then follow my own Defignes as occa- 
ſion ſerves. [Exit. 


-» Scene 276 ovent-Garden. Letter, 


Harr, Melencholly is either the dregs of Sickneſs or Love, and may 
properly be term'd the poiſon of life, and the odium of Society ; for a 
Man 
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Man of wit that is melanchoHy, and ſays nothiog, is in my opinion, as 
unneceſſary a Creature, as 2 nar that wants wit, and ſays every thing. 

, Man. | have as few pretenſions to-Melancholly, as to the Wir you 
ſpeak of; the one diſagreeing with my Conſtitution, and the other 
urpaſſing my Capacity. ?Tis true, 1am fomewhar troubled ar the re- 
ceipt of a Paper here, which Is the reaſon my face is not dreſt in my. 
wonted air : but I think *twill hardly indnce me to be very melancholy. 

Harr. A paper! prithee,- what igt, a' Challenge ? 

Mai, No, Sir, I have good fortune ſeldom to look on ſuch Mif- 
ſives as Challenges with a clonded brow, ?Tis a Letter from a ſtran- 
ger that knows my-Amours, and takes the confidence upon her to tell 
me here, My Miſtreſs is the moſt inconſtant of Women. 

Harr. Ple lay my life, a malicions deſign of ſome Jilt or other, that 
intends you for her particular uſe. | 

Man. The letter diſcovers ſome affetion in the writer : but my. 
thoughts can never carry me to a belief, ' it can come from any of my 
former Miſtreſles: for 1 know none of ern is acquainted with my pre- 
ſent Intrigue——here prithee read it. 


Tarr, FF your Sex had as great a valne for ſmcere affetion, as for in- 

reads, JK. conſtaxcy, you wowed not be ſo ignorant of your preſent condition, 
nor cheriſh a Serpemt that delights to ſting ye ; I mean your Miſtreſs, who, 
to my knowledge, hates ye, as much as another loves you, whom -your ſelf- 
wild indifference has made miſerable. 


I confeſs this is Myſtical: yet carries a greater reſemblance of truth 
then firſt 1 imagin'd. | 

Man, An Oracle, by heaven: and the Devil is ſo cunning, that with 
imaginary doubrs, it adds an intolſerable addition to my misfortunes. 

. ?Tis certainly a general plague, pertinent to all Mankind ; for 
t-have a Miſtreſs I miſtroſt roo, atid were ſhe not extreamly obliging 
when 1 ain with her, ſhou'd be more dubious : For 1 never came to 
viſit her, but ſome Kinſman or other comes to interrupt us : ſo that 
certainly ſhe muſt have a World of Relations, or elſe 1 have this Miſ- 
fortune, to come juſt at their honrs for buſineſs 


"Ma fife to #'tietlt: 'by Heaven, juſt ſo 1 am tormented. I am 
ſearceyet withitrdobrs <But 1 am moleſted with ſome Uncle or other. 
Harry, She calls her ſelf Clezo, one of the Muſes; and, to purſve that 
hurfiour, 1 wer to viſit her laſt night, and ingag*d three or four 
friends to entertain her with a Dance, where we were fain to ſtay an 
hour ere we cow'd get admittance, 
Man, | hope at Taft yout patience was well rewarded by her kind 
acceptance of your gallantry ? | 
| Herr, adifferently : She appear'd to be very merry, and expreſt a 
graceful thanks for the diverſion 1 gave her; for, the Truth is, 1 ac- 
coſted her im-this manner, the'more to endear her to approve my |= 
on, 


1 
3 
j 
74 


ap 
hy ge 


to FAN 0 KS Ag, ties 14 ag De re ace 


26 MADAM FICHKLE; Or, 


lion, 1having,thatvery moroing ſpoke with one, that ignorantly-con- 
feſt, bis Father brought him. to. I own upon deſign to Marry her. - ;: 

Man, That was a lugky diſcovery. 1 hope; you-was not. idle in 
your endeavour of ſupplanting him — it - EF Ys dna? 
Harr. No gad, 1did make the beſt on't I cow?d : for 1 went inſtantly 
to her, and with the beſt Rhetorick 1 had, endeavour'd to weed the 
Fool out of her thoughts. ?Twas fortunes bounty alſo to;me, to find 
her at leifure, and alone; for bad her Guardian Uncle, Sir Arthur, 
been at home.,: it had been impoſlible to have had any acceſs, to her. 

an. who, Sic! Who ? pray that laſt agaio. 

Harr. Sir Arthur Oldlove, the Antiquary here in Bridges-ftreg , 
ſhe is his Niece, a Widow, an approv*d fortune. | 

Man. Hell and the Devil! The very ſame Woman I have ſo figh'd 
for : but 1 ſee he's ignorant that 1 am his Rival, and ÞIl get all 1 can 
out of him, that 1 may have the more to upbraid her with ; Well, 
Sir, you made a happy concluſion, 1 doubt not ſhe was kind without 
ſcruple afterwards, hah ———— ans 1 "ia 

Harr, By Heav?n, kinder than 1 expcCted : ſhe told me, 1 had the 
largeſt ſhare in her heart, and ſpoke the ſweeteſt, ſofteſt things, 
*tweuld melt a man to here. I preſented ker a pair of Diamond Pen- 
dants, which ſhe unwillingly receiv'd; and, as a Crown of my courtſhip, 
told ine. at parting, ſhe had juſt before thruſt away an-impertinent 
Suitor, that came ta make addreſles, purpoſely to make room for me. 

Man. Very well. Dam her, ſhe catertains a Legion: Þl viſit ber in- 
fanmly, and with the exrreameſt Sentiments of rage and jealouſic, 


ſhow*c my :Micted thoughts into her perfidious breaſt. 


Harr. What ſay*it thou, was it vot pleaſant? what-a pox, not a 
word ? Methinks thou doſt not reliſh my diſcourſe, | 

Man. As well as a Rival can, Sir : One that has the fate to follow the 
wheel of your Chariot, whilſt you triumph in Loves Empire: Hark ye, 
for your further ſatisfaction, this Woman you ſpeak of is my Miſtriſs 
too, the very ſame perſon intimated in this Letter : one that 1 have 
Courted this ſix Months, and was in hopes. within a week more to 
have Marry*d. 55 45 121 

Harr. How, Sir, Marry*d to my Miſtreſs? ... * -, —_—_ 

Man, Ay, Sir, to our general Miſtreſs; .tar,; as far as reaſon imbel- 
liſhes my judgment, I am. apt to belieye you, and1 come but in the. 
Reer of twenty more. i MciwntsTes add > a8 

" Harr. Now the plots unravell'd : 1 begin to have a knowledge of 

the viſitant Kinſman that us'd to moleſt vs. | 

Man, One of which Pm of opinion often uſurp'd your ſhape : - all will 
out at laſt, Sir. And, Pmreſoly*d Ple nat reſt till Pax reſoly?d, - that 1 
may be in'a capacity of revenging my felt inthe Blood of him.thas: 
dares uſurp my right in her affeftion. ._,,- . +... 'LEx. Manly. 
 Harr, Fortune was a damn'd Jilt to make. me diſcover. my intrigye, 
pay to my Rival, the only man 1 ſhould conceal. it from. Well; L 

mu 
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a ſleep in this buſineſs: if ſhe be falſe, my loſs is thelefs, but, if 
conitant ; . cf | 
| E Sword my Rival”s claims muſt ftrait remove, | 
Bravely he dies that Victim falls to Love, ._ [Exit.: 
Emer L. Fickle, Arbella, and Friendlove diſaui#d, | 
' _ Arb. So much Beauty, and fo many attraftive Graces, I know cannot 
want adorers : but, too inany Lovers, Madam, in my opinion, is like too 
much Money ; the abundance of enjoying, takes away the pleaſure of 
poſlcllion. 3 
L. Fick, What you call much Beauty in Me, is ſo little, that this com- 
plement you make me, argues, Madam, a det-ct in your judgment : and as 
to my ſervants, which you call my adorers, they are ſo few, and thoſe 
ſo meanly fetter*d, that 1 am beholden to fortune more than Beauty, for 
the Credit I have got in the World. | 
Arb. Fy, fy ; 1 ſwear you wrong your ſelf: your perfetions are the 
general diſcourſe of the Town. | 
' Fick. The impertinence of Fops and Citizens——Aa man of wit can 
find a better ſubject. | 
Arb. | hope you think my Lord Bellampre a Wit and, to my know- 
ledge, you are the only Saint he adores : a pretty man, by Heav'n, tall, 
ſtrait, and well proportion'd, only a little yain, and intollerable Tal- 
ker, that?Fhis worit fault. 
Fick, Now is this, to my knowledge, a Lye of her own invention, 
The monſtrous effects of envy and jealouſie——  [Afiae. 
Arb, The P—_—_ Il wiſh you, you may gueſs in the contentment 1 
ſhall receive in ſeeing” you ſo well marry'd. 
Fick, If conſtancy and immaculate affe&tion may merit happineſs, . 1 
doubt not but to have as large a portion as another : but want of deſert 


makes me ſuſpect tlvevent, although I know he loves me— This 
ſearches her ——  Afide. 


Arb. Inſufferable ! confeſſion ! Oh I covu'd kill her, [ Aſide. 
Fick, Happy chance! ſee yonder he comes. WR, 
Arb, Ple take my leave. 

Fick, Oh fy ! By no means, Madam, pray ſtay a little longer. 
Arb, | will not for the World. Some other time Ple give you a rea- 
ſon. Till when, your humble Servant. - 
hs Entcr Bellamore, 4s ſhe goes out, meets her. % 
Bell, Madam! the Park's unhappy, ſo ſoon to loſe the pleaſure of your 
company. Arb. Your ear my Lord s/pers. 
.Fick. There is certainly ſome plot contriving, her wheadling me and 
whiſpering with him, ſufficiently declares it : and, by Heaven, Þle ſearch 
into the depth of Magick, but Ple find it out ; 1 amalready ſufficiently 
prepared with arguments: and, the more- difficulty lies in the matter, 

- the better *tis often perfarmed: hard ſhifgs, and dangerous plots ſuic Wo- 

mens wits, better than,dull adventures; and whilſt ia tedious ſearch dull - 


men run Ons arnicy, by one mingies thovght, the thing is done. 


Bell, 
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Bell, To morrow, Madam, I will not fail=—— FEx« Arb; 


' © Now if you had ſo much Divinity in you, as would amount to @ ſcruple | 
of Conſcience, you'd be in a continual fear of future 11}, for drawing 


me from the innocent Converſation of this Lady, 
Fick. The innocent Converſation ! ; . 
_ Bell. Ay, Madam. She's a Soul ſaving Creature, a female Moraliſt, 


her diſcourſe is a. continual Sermon, and has the ſame imfluence that an - 


Ague has upon me, I do ſo tremble. 


Eick, | tmaginedit a kind of quaking Zeal, never durable an hour. 
Bell, Fack Manly, thine, Dear Rogue! 
| Enter Manly, 
Man, What Melancholly ! ' qualmiſh! The ſting of a debauch laſt 
night | warrant. | Bhs” 
Fick, By Heav?n, my Yother Suitor. Twas happy 1 brought my 
Maſque—— This will diſguiſe me———  » [Puts on her Maſque. 
Man, In one Senſe you are right ; for, Loves great influence conſider'd 


' nearly, is but a debauch, and we our ſelves the Paraſites that ſooth it. 


Bell. 'Tis ſo: and therefore why. ſhowd men-of hononr, that praftice 
the EIN, atd know better, reſent its treachery : Prithee, what is 
1 ack * - ; | : 

Ss A thing of nothing, and yet every thing that cou'd torment 
me ! Oh that dull appetite ſhou'd make a Monarch of the ſlave of Nature, 
$0 tyrannize over that noble Joul that gave it firſt its being, _ 

Bell. Dangerous reſentments, by Heav'n, Jack; but prithee diſcover, 
come, be genuine. = | 74 

Man. | receiv*d a Letter this Morning from a ſtranger, skilld it ſeems 
in my Amour, full of inveftives againſt my Celia; eſpecially of her in- 
conſtancy. This 1 confeſs troubled me, for the reaſons urg'*d ; it had 
ſome appearance of Truth: And afterward conferring with young Fols- 
man, whoſe misfortune ſeem'd to ſuit with mine, he made ſo ample a 
diſcovery, that | found we were Rivals, and that this falſe one carreſt 
him more than me: and, in all probability, entertains ſeveral others. 
This put me into ſo extravagant a rage, that had not my curioſity of 
knowing the truth, ty'd my hand, my Sword had pleaded my intereſt ; 
| am going now to her Lodging to be refoly?d —— 

Fick, If he had ſeen me now, here had been fine work ! How near are. 
my plots to difcovery ? | [© Aſeae, 

Zell, Gad cis a buſineſs of importance. 

Man, So much, that by Heaven 1 am reſolved to ſearch it through. 

| Exit, 

Fick, O! now will 1 inſtantly home, and perſwade him, char a is 
falſe, and only the motions of enyy. Come, my Lord, ſhall we go—— 
Dorel, bid the Coachman comme round to St. James Gate. 

Zell, What is that Fellow ? 1 never ſaw bim before. | 

Fick, Sir Arthur entertaind him-in his ſeryice to day, to look to his 
accompt. l Bell. And bruſh his antiquiges——þa, ha, ha. 


| Feel, [if 


4 
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Fick, Never was man ſo beſotted : he dares not ſleep o'nights for fear 
of Thieves. _4 IE 

Bell, Dam him and his 'old Imaginations : Let us mind our own buli-- 
neſs : Come, let's to the Mulberry Garden 1 ha? got treated you this . 
week : Methinks we- live already as we were Marry*d, not a word of 
Love in a whole Scene of Diſcourſe. | 

Fick, *Tis better i'th* Heart than in the Tongue; beſides, from a . 
Man of Quality, Love has ſo ſtrange a ſound: no, in my opinion, the 
Eyes arethe beſt Orators, and now and then the Serious Look, with a, 


ſhort ſigh for a Prologue. Bell. Thus! ha! _ 
£ick; and ſometimes the exalting the hand to the- lip, with a ſhort 
Kiſs and away. Bell. Thus. | [Kiſſes ber. 


| Enter Manly. | 

Man. Now | conſider better, 1 ſhall have occaſion to be punCtual to 
an-hour : My Lord, prithee lend me your Watch : hah —— blood and * 
death! What dol ſee? | 

Fick, Return'd agen! this was a curs'd trick of Fate. 

Man. Ungrateful Traicreſs! now 1 plainly ſee (all 1 have heard is 
true.) Perfideous Celia : more falſe than Crocodils, that mourn the ſlain, 
and yet delight to kill *em : Do you not bluſh ? Are you fo arard with 
impudence, this obje&t cannot ſtartle ye? this beguild object, that 
barth'd his paſſion ia warm Tears of Blood, and laid it at your feet, de- 
ccitful Celra. | v7 Jas 

Bell, Celia! What a miſtake is this, by Heaven my Friend's mad. 

Fick. Now wit alliſt me, or I'm loſt, Mad Why dee not ſee*r ? 
Look, look how his Eyes roll; how pale his lips are; ſee how his 
Perriwig ſtares with his wild paſſion ; his hands and body tremble. Oh 
this Cel:a's a cruel wretch. | | 

Man. Ah, perfeftion of ill; Wou'd you convert your infamy ? Di(- 
guiſe. your falſhood in my ſhroud of madneſs? No, no; it ſhall not do. 
Madam, all ſhall out, aſſure your ſelf it ſhall: & 

Fick, So handſome, ſo well comps'd a man : Oh Heavens, 'what pity 
*tis: run, my Lord, run to the Gate, and call your Footmen to fetch 
' a Doctor; two hours in ſych a fit will kill him- 

* Man; Stay, my Lord, and hear me—V 11 diſcover all—— This Lady — 
Fick, Ah, delay not a,niinute, as you love his life ! [Shreeks ont, 

My Lord away, away. | 
' _ Sel, Poor Manly, thou ſhalt not die for want of ſo ſmall a X"h 
ue. | | ; Xi. 
Man. Well, Madam, . what's your deſign in this? what new plot is 
 contriving ? | 

Fick, Oh Heayen! Am 1 thus requited? Sir, 1 never expected ſuch 
an ation from you ; Was there no way to augment my miſery but 
this? ht [Yeeps. 

. Man, Your miſery ! Ha, ha, ha. Your miſery! —— 
i Fick» You know well enough, _ this is the perſon my Uncle deſigns 
þ; 


fo 


30 MADAM FICKLE, Or, 
. to Marry me, and that *is impoſſible for me ever to ſee you, if he 
knows you are his Rival. Rv 3 

Mas, Hah, this may betrue z for he has formerly told me ſomething 
of an Intriguelike this: Well, ſuppoſe this true, Madam, 1 am ſure Mr. Fol. 
liman is a perſon not intereſted in your Uncles favour, though in yours, 

Fick. In mine! That an impertinent Serenador, only accepted for 
the Company's ſake he brought with him, ſhou*d have the impudence go 
talk thus, | KEN 

Man, He proteſted it to me a truth, and ſwore your extrayagant fa- 
your exceeded his hopes- 

Fick. And you. beliey*d-it: Well, Ple take care with whom 1 truſt 
my heart aged —— © YT þ [CWeeps. 

Man, Ugh, 1 can hardly believe this; yet ſure theſe tears are real, it 
* muſt be ſa——Come, 1 do believe thee, forgive me Celia ; and conſider 
how inſupportable is Jealouſie lodg'd in a Lovers breaſt. ; 

Fick, 1f 1 had not hit of this plot, what ſhou'd we have done then-? 
I warrant you won't believe I love you yer. | 

Man, By this I do, thou haſt confirnyd it in me. 

Fick, Bel come hack immediately, and 1 wou'd not have: him ſee 
you for the World, therefgre be gone, I'll expect you this Evening at 
my Uancles. | ; Fo | 

Man. I will not fail you, Sweet, I am glad it happens thus. [Exvr. 

Fick, Ha, hq, ha! | | 

Thus with the ſnowy Veil of Innocence, 
Contriving Women cover their pretence; 

When Women weep, look Gallants, for ſurpryze, 
For all deceit lies drench'd in wat*ry eyes. 


Enter Bellamore and Footman. 


Zell, There's a Coach ready at the Park Gate, How now, where is he? . 

Fick. Ah! gone, gone, all my intreaties could not ſtay him, frighted, 1 
believe, at my naming a Doctor ; I ſaw him croſs the 4444, but in ſuch a 
' ſtrange poſture, that caus'd both pity and admitation in all that beheld 
him. 

Bell. Poor Fack, 1 ſee the fits of Madneſs are as ſudden, as thoſe of. 
Love, and commonly work the ſame effefts. Fate keep me from the tryal 
of itz for Exceſs in any thing is a perfect torment, eſpecially this Mo- 
diſh Paſſion we Men ſo hunt after, and which is ſo generally admir*d, 
- though conducing to Madneſs 


He that of Loves ripe Foys takes 0ver-meaſure, 
Abatgy his Bliſs, and loſes half the pleaſure, [Exit, 


The-End of the Third Act 
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A C'T.:IV.. SC ENE'F-* aqmovib 


Emtey Sir Arthur, Tilbury, Jolliman, 4d Friendloye, al. Dorel. 
Sir Arth. Y J Rege me no more, Sir, you have my anſwer, my final and 
| AL - my punctual anſwer, will proceed nd further oh by- 
ſineſs ; nor-ſhall my Neece join iſſue with a'man ſo wild; atd-fo'lpforty- 
nate. St Ferom's tears ſpilt, my treaſure, my chiefeſt treafure-toft, 'a 
bleſſing which this forty Years we cheriſt?d,ſnatcht from me in'an inſtant ! 
oh unparallelld misfortune ! 1 ſay, let him forbear my.houfe. 
| Tjlb. Well, of a Knight, and a Juſtice of Peace, this is the ſimpleſt 
man of Worſhip I ever ſaw ;. good- Sir, let it not ſo nearlyconcerp you), 
you ſhall have reſtitution, by Se Jago 11 ſell half my Eftare;'but Vit make 
you amends ; What a Pox, Wee think PI beaungratefuf?” * + fn 

Sir Arth. Half your Eſtate! a pretty Proportion ; *$bud, Sir, the 
Grand Signior*s Revenue would not purchaſe a drop one. * © | 

Foll. A very coſtly Liquor, by Aahomer; 1 think that Turkiſh Oath 
ſounds well —hah—— | 03-8 1 ORR” | 

Sir Arth. Old Oaths are not to: be deſpis*d, Sir; therefore by 2el- 
chizedech; which, I conceive, was-well thought'.on," my refolition?s fixt, 
your Son ſhall be a ſtranger*to my houſe, my Daughter iis not for him, 
tell him ſo; ?Zzlid ſhou'd he come here, within a Week'l ſhould have my 
ancient Medals of the Romans plaid off at Gaming- houſes. 

Tilb, Sir, vpon my Reputation, he knows not, what belongs to a Ga- 
ming-houſe ; alas, Sir You are tgrorant of his Principles, he's Coun- 
trey-bred, Sir —— Countrey Learning, Country Manners, and Country 
Wit; *sbodikins, he knows nothing of the Town. 

Sir Arth. But he may know-every thing in time, Sir ; 'and Pl] harbour 
no perſon within my doors, whoſe future knowledge is more dangerous 
than his preſent. Lot 

Joll, Udsbores, a neceflary Maxim.” © 

Sir Arth. Trouble your ſelf no more, Sir, my Will is my Law; and 
tho? 1 am a Juſtice of the Peace and Quorwmn,' 1 think my proceedjngs in 
this both neceſſary and judicial==My Niece is an Heireſs, and there is 
great care requir?d in her beſtowing ; nor ſhall my Daughter match into 
a Family, whea 1 give ſuch evident proofs of my diſlike. Mr T:lbary, 
you, as being my old acquaintance, ſhall be welcome to my honſez bur 
give me leav? to tell 'you, my eyes are open'd to your 'Sons folly ; you 
-underſtand me, 1 do not like their tricks, Sir. > ba cb 

Tilb. Tricks, Sir ! — I find ?tis you haye your tricks, Sir— But by 
St, FagoVle go Fee my Lawyer immediately, force ſhall compel what good 
words cannot perſwade ; _ and Pve a -Bag of old Harry-Groats have lay*a 
by me thefe twenty” Years, 'which- I fearter amongſt the Gownmer, 
rather than be thus abugd, * 0! 1 bo tt ot 12412 TE# Thb. 

Sir Arth. Old Harry-Gtoars!: WNlatpitytis'fa meritorious an Adtiqui- 
ty ſhould be fo ill imploy'd — is he gone ? Dorr. 


4s 3d” Lic _ 
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;  Dorr, Yes, Sir——juſt turn'd the corner of the ſtreet, in ſo haſty and 
diſcompos'd a manner, hat” it argues him plorting ſame buſineſs of im- 
rtance. #5 Sf * | 
mir Arch: Wou'd he were here agen. Now wou'd 1 rather. his Son 
ſhould have my Daughter, than that he ſhould waſte any of that preci- 


- 006 MACE» + 6 (03 375, | "FEE BY-P RL 

E- Gall. Let jt go, lex it,go,-there's enough to be had in Zuwpb4freet : But 
- Sh. Arcbmr,: to my prefenc affair;; fince you have been ſo generous to deny 
him your Daughter, 1, hope my addreſs may be ſucceſsfal.  .- 

- Sw frth.:Troth, Sir, Hope is very neceſſary in this.affair z and if you 
- can but hope my Daughter will like your Perſon and Years, as well as 1 
like your Eſtate, your Hope will have as ample a Field to range in, as 
any mans.1 know. LID > ; 5 264 
' . Foll., My ;Perſon:and, Yearg—— W by, .Sir, *is- impoſſible ſhe ſhou'd 
diſlike it ; whatever my Years are, il aſſure you my Imagination is but 
One-and-twenty. - x . 

Sir Arth. Bas, Sir, in the ſpace of a week, the ſtrength of your Ima- 
gination will be wora away, and your Perſon will be left to the delibe- 
| rate age of Eight-and-fifty, a month or two over. 

.Foll. No, *is'three;months under, -by my faith, Sir Arthur, and what 
then? with me %is an age of 21; Look in my face, Sir, obſerve how the 
blood mounts; here, here's your Completion, without art, 7#cs,-or 
any thing——Then, 'Sir, perufe my perſon——Hah-—<1 think 1 am 
well ſet—Hem——And as found as another man——Beſides, 1 can talk 
well, walk well, and make water well—which, udsbores, is as provo- 
king a quality as any man is Maſter of. 

Sir Arth,. Sir, in'a young man 1 confeſs theſe are additions ; but'a man 

that has the misfortune to decline into the Vale of Years, were he real- 

ly Maſter of all this, wou'd not get credit with the world, he would 
not be believed. | | 

Foll. Not believ?d ! Sir, my Actions ſhall give continnal demonſtrati- 

I am not in the Catalogue .of -yaur/infirm Perſons ; my Back, Sir, 


on 
Is ſtrong, my Body. aftive; nor has my infirmity been ſo much my Foez- 


to abate any-pars of my vigour: But 1 can Run, Wreſtle, Fight, or 
Play 4 Game 'at Tennis-with any Spark Pch* City, and let the World 
rub. To confirm you, you ſhall ſee me do't—(Not beliey'd / ) Udsbores 
you ſhall fee me Ride the Great Horſe, or jump over a Stick for the 
King of England, _ 4 ft © | | 

Sir Arth, Well, Sir, I will;conſider on't—ln the mean time addreſs 
your If to my Daughter ; come, you ſhall-ſup with me: Dorre!, if any 
one ask for: me—l anr not at leiſure—be careful, and let no eye be 
Spectator of my Rarities without my knowledge, come, Sir—[ Ex. 


Dorrel mart. IE - 


Dorrel, The uncertain Dice of Fate! thus- far run well, and my de- 
figns are proſperous——My diſguiſe, ſhroud tomy troubled mind as well 
as perſon, ſecures me yet from knowledge ; and wy eye attains the li- 


ads wud att. An 
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berty to gaze at all her ations, and yet paſs undiſcorer d<— Oh curyd 
ſealouſie, how crooked are thy paths / 

| Enter Bellamore and Arbella. 

Bell, Unconſtant, and to me! by Heaven *tis ſo ſtrange a Notion, 
that methinks ?tis incredible, L : of A+ 

Arb; And why. incredible?” Lord how you Men are deceiv'd in your 
opinion You term your ſelyes Princes and Lords of Nature, tidagh 
the. eaſie tempers of Women, ſlaves to your nobler quality: and yer fac 
all your pretences, to my knowledge ſome of you are often miſtaken, *' 

Bell. Well, if-ſhe be falſe- 

Arb, W hat then ? | | 

Bell, Why then ſhe*s damn'd, that*s one Comfort however; but, Ma-"- 
dam, this extraordinary favour in you, obliges me in gratitude ito a.re- 
- turn. Shalll wait on you to your Lodging ? by Heay'n | hate ingrati- - 
tude. Come, Madam, what fſatisfattion ? | 

Arb. Such a queſtion to a mercenary Spirit, might perhaps be accept- 
ed under the Notion of gratitude, but you having a perfect knowledge - 
of my quality, and obliging temper, give-me leave to tell you, -my - 
Lord, ?ewas very unbecoming, eſpecially from the mouth of- a Man of : 
Honour. #4 

Bell. I gad 1 mean it cordially, and if my fervice—— 

Arb. Bold, Sir, y'are obſerv'd, yonder's Sir Arthur's Man, from him 


ning. -.. 


- you may doubtleſs learn the truth of all, my preſence will be unneceſſa- - 


. Ty, therefore Ill withdraw——So, I hope this will wean him— [Ex. - 
Dorr. This is one of her Suitors, now for a new diſcovery, and I'm - 
reſoly*d to be prepared for him—— Your Lordſhips humble Servant——- 
Bell. Dorrel, Come hither, I've ſome buſineſs with thee. hehe 

Dorr, *Tis too much Honour, my Lord. 

Bell. 1 long have lookt on thee as on a'Man above the Common Pile 
of Menial Servants; and fince 1 know thee ſuch, 1 dare requeſt a ſecret 
ſrom thy tongue, to me of great importance ; Come, Plt bind' thee to 
me in golden Fetrters; ſhall I truſt to thee—— [Gives a Parſe. 

Dorr. | am your Lordſhips Creature, and if my ability extend to-ſerve_ - 
your Lordſhip, 1am proud ont. 

Sure he has not diſcover*d me. h CAfrae) -. 
'- Bell, ll try thee inſtantly, The truth is, Dorrel, 1am grown jealous of 
my Miſtreſs, ſeveral Reports declare ſhe is inconftant; and tho? I do not 
poſitively believe. *em, yet Gad I muſt confeſs they rronble-me ; now Þ + 


know thou-haft! a Caralogue'of all her Syiitors; 'and know'f all her tn- -- 


trigaes, prithee diſcloſe **m,' am 1 the Man or'no; or has ſhe others? - 
Dorr, This is fo dangerous a point, my Lord, 1 know. not how to - 
anſwer. I | | 
Bell. Fear nothing, but ſpeak” to th? purpoſe ;. PII be fo much thy 
Friend, thow ſhalt not need /to fear the Erowns of any. - - | 
Dorr. My Lord, there is ons Mr, 24anly copes hither ofteg, 
Bell. $6,4phs elſe? | 7000 4b if Ws 
ory, 


«A y ” 


- 
as 


gt. - 


| "Dorr. And one Mr, Follimap ; 1;heard her ſwear one-night ſhed-marry.! 
E | "2X 217207 ils ang boi Wa 21! 


Bell. Very good, prithee proceed ——oh perfidious Traytreſs ! [4/rae, 
Dory, Now. has he a freeting Fever off him. - .Seyeral others there are, 
my Lord, that viſit her as pretenders ; but with what ſucceſs 1 know 
not :. one of;?em 1 heard: her-appoint to, viſit het-to.night ; and becauſe 
you Lordſhip .ſhall- ſee how willing L am.to ſerve-a Perſon of ſo much 
worth———Follow me, and Þ'll place you,” where you ſhall,” unſeen, hear 


y = 


all their Courtſhip. 


Zell; Do that, I am thine for ever, LEST * 
Dorr, More then that owes Tribute to your bounty; Come my 
Lord | CExit, 


Sr. 14... Enter Manly «nd Conſtantia. ; - 
Max. Can this be real, Madam ? 
Conſt. True as Heavinz > «+ - 
I ſwear ſhe is the falſeſt of her Sex, 
Deſigning Love -upon fallacious terms, 
Without a; ſpark of Paſlion or Deſire 
To polleſs hiny that Courts her——— 
Man, Pcrjur*d Creature, 
Oh Beay?n, that Providence gave Man a heart 
To lole in ſuch Abyſs of Treachery ! 
But, Madam, is there no occular proof to be given of this ? 3 
Conſt, There-is, Sir; and to that purpoſe I brought you hither ; 
My Chamber, jayns to hers, . whence. from/ a private Cloſet door [you 
way hear. all; one,of her-Suitors.is now with her, and by their diſcourſe 
you may ſoon guels. the truthof her treachery; for doubtleſs *twill be 
amorous enough, and very ſutable to ſuch an adventure. 
Man, O Dam her! Dam her! Is. this her Conſtancy ! Madam, the 
Debt of Gratitude 1 owe you for this diſcovery, is ſo far above my pre- 
ſent abllity————',, 0a 7 | Li 
Conſt, Good, Sir, no more-of that——but follow me—— 
Man, All her feign'd Careſles come to this, a Curſe upon the Sex— - 
Madam, I wait your leiſure. Yd Ex. Ambo. 
Scene diſcovers L. Fickle in a morning Gonn, and Harry fitting, - 
* L. Fick;" And cou'd you credit ſo ridiculous an Aſſeveration, knowing 
how tender my Carelles haye been, to ye ? I thought. my aftions might 
have given.you ſufficient demonſtration of my conſtancy... | | 
Harr, By Heay'n L never doubted it, 1 confeſs l.was a little ſurpriz'd 
to hear him ſay he was at the expence of fix months Courtſhip, and with- 
in a week ore It was to terminate in Marriage. But now you have 
told me his ifitrigue with Madam Conſtantia, I am yery ſenſible of the 
miſtake ; O00 123 © | 
D ” Fick, Had I not told you, Ile lay my. Life you wowd ha? been. 
Jea100usS. .... TH  29l 1% 296 2; * bro vt ; 
Harr, No, no, Faith ſhow'd not——jealous! <1 know have no 
A -o caule, 
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cauſe, thou art the Heav'n' of truth, and'in thy breaſt Afrea reigns and 
triumps.: Suſpect thy: Faith! what Fiend cou'd be ſo envious? Ile prove 
thy Conſtancy " firm as Fate, and againſt all defend ir. 
L. Fick, So, I think 1 have carry*d matters rarely, [Aſae. 
Harr. But, Madam, pardon me, if preſume to ask you why our in- 
' terview is to be thus Pth? dark ? 
L, Fick, *Tis becauſe Sir Arthur coming often into the next Room, 
ſeeing a Light here, will be very apt to*come and diſturb us. = 
Harr. 'Sdeath——1I've ignorantly left my Sword and Gloves upon 
the Table there, - which ſhou'd he come in, would infallibly diſcover my 
* being here——-Vl1 go fetch *em immediately. [Ex. Har. 
Enter Nurle (with a Light) in a Morning Gown, 
L. Fick. How now. what's the matter ? 
- Nur. Oh ſweet, Madam ——ugh—1 am fo out of breath, there” $ the 
baſeſt plot contriving 
L. Fick, A Plot! Prithee what Plot ? 
Nur. Where's the Gentleman ? get him into another Room, or you'll 
both be diſcover*d iminhediately. 
L. Fick. How prithee? by what means ? . 
Nur. Madam, Conſtantia has watch*d you all this night, with an intent 
_ to betray you; 1 ſaw her bring Mr. Manly into her Chamber, Pm con- 
fident with deſign to place him where he may hear the diſcourſe "Twixt 
you and the Gentleman. 
L. Fick. Manly brought hither by Conſtantia! her envy now is appa- 
rent—— W hat ſhall 1 do, Nurſe ? 
Nur. Alas! I know not—Fire the Houſe, 1 think, and fay you calld 
him in for help. 
L, Fick, No, ſo dangerous a Remedy mult not.be try'd—— Hum-— 
I have it——Sir you down, and perſonate me, our Gowns are alike——« 
and in the darkthere can be no difference in Faces— He's in the next 
Room, looking for his Sword, when he comes, feign my voyce, and s-/y 
Careſs him like a Lover; in the mean time 1'll go, and with a Counter- 0 
plot deceive both Manly and Conſtantia. 
? Proſper deſigns, and by this Act Pl try 
W uich is the Witty?ſ# Falſe One, She or I—— Exit with 
the light; 


Nurſe fits in the Chair, 

Nur, Well, Pre known the time when I've employ'd my elf in ſach 
an Adventure with a pecter Will ——Bnt however Pl warrant Ule fie 
him with a Repartee lam not ſo old, but 1 can Repartee as well as 
another, if occaſion ſerve. 

Enter 'Barry with: a Sword. as 

Harr. *Tis ſo dark, that igad 1 could hardly find the Table. Where. | 
art, thou my Deai ? | | : 

Nur, Here in; Dear. 

Harr. | have bin often thinking on the products of time and have. 

F often 
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often wonder*d how they employ*d themſclyes before the Deluge ——_.. 
' When Love was like the ſtorming of a Caſtle, attain®d by violence, 
' not as now, with fair words, addrefs, and inſiauation ; Men were not 
then ſuch Fools to kiſs a Gloyz——fall on their knees and ſigh——.. 
igad they were wiſer in thoſe days — _ [ Kiſſes and embraces hey, 
Nur, Fie, fie, 1 proteſt you are not civil———D'ee know who 1 
am | 


: Enter Manly (peeping) and Conſtantia. 
Conſt, Dyee hear ?em, Sir—=— They*re yonder in th? Alcove. 
- Man..] do, Madam, and am ſufficiently confirayd in her treachery z 


but buſh let's obſerve. - | 

Conſt. Sir, I'le go and get a Coach to the Garden-gate, that you may 
get away undiſcover'd———1 thipk - 
This was well plotted —— LEx. Conftan, 


Nur. 1 proteſt methinks your carriage is too Licentious, and in my 
oPinion you treat me ill Your Love ſhov'd ſtill be cloathed with 


a reſpe due to my Youth and Beauty ———- But I vow youre ſo wan- 


ron 
Aſide. 


, 


Man. Very well——ſhe'll deny this anon 
Harr, Can any ill arrive from ſo much Love ? I ſwear there cannot, 
Madam; your Charms are ingraven ia my [heart, and in-my ſoul your 
Virtues ——T die whea you are abſent, and *tis your influence That raiſes 
me Trom death to new-born life, and makes me currant from the droſs 
of Nature. | Et | 
Nur. Give me no cauſe to doubt what you have ſaid, 1 then ſhall be 
contented ; but 1 proteſt you Men are ſo ſubject to flatter, and we poor 
tender young Creatures are ſo apt to believe, that it often proves very 
prejudicial 
Man, She doubts his Love—oh death —1 ſhall want-patience—— 
Harr, Toflatter thee=by Heay?n ?tis a thing ſo far from me, 1 hardly 
know its meaning : Let Paraſites, ſuch as get Breed by fawning, flatter 
their Patrons + Let the empty Fop, that's ſenſible -of ſome defect in 
Nature, and ſces the little beauty in his Milſtrifs, flatter her to exalt it ; 
but in me it wou'd appear a Crime unpardonable, your Luſture wants no 
foils; but like a. Diamond in his Native Rock, you ſhine without the 
aid of Art or Flattery. . 
Nur. Now by my quondam Maidenhead this js very pretty ; well, 
Sir, you ſhall figd my heart | | [Conghs, 
Man, And Lungs, pray Heayen—wov'd ſhe might Cough *em out---- 
ſhe has caught cold with ſitting up ſo late. - 
Oh damn'd Incendiary. | | CAſide. 
Harr. Could 1 live out Methuſalah's long Age, or numbred Years 
with the old Patrizrchs, and- every day ſtudy new theams of Virtue, 1 
could not merit half ſo great a bleſſing ; brighteſt of Women, freſher 
than the dew that early ſits on Roſes oh Pm rapt with my own 


Nur, 


happineſs ! | 


Nur, Well, as Pts Virtuous this is file——1 ſce.l ſhall not be able to 


hold out loog—1 ſhall grow bold with him——1 hope, Sir, my Love- 


deſerves this from you, you have entire Þoffeflion of my hearr——and 
wy have broke my faith with all my other Suitors, I've kept it firm 
for you. 
d | Emer L. Fickle behind him. 
L. Fick, Sir, Sir! _ [Pulls bims. 

Man. Litfis of the Devil hear her, Madam, 1 hear her. 

L. Fick, You ſhould not hear *em, Sir, pray come back, they are Lo- 
vers 

Man. Lovers, Dam 'em—— Have a little patience, II wait on you 

immediately. 

L. Fick; | ſwear you're uncivil, Sir, thus to diſturb e*m - for Hea- 

ven's ſake come away—— LHe turns back, ſees her, and ſtarts. 

Man, Wonder of wonders ——is their two Celza's——or am'l in a 
Dream ? 

Nurſe. Yonder's alight——Ler's ſtep in here—l fear, Sir Arthur's 
coming [Ex, Harry and Nurſe. 
L. Fick, What ailes you, Sir ? For Heav*ns ſake why dee ſtart ſo ! 

DYee not know me! 

Man, By Heav'n 1 know you not: Are you Celia? 

L, Fick, What ſtrapge queſtions are theſe ? You know 1 atn. 

Man. And, is that yonder Ce/a too ? 

L. Fick. Heav'a ! What a humour?s this? That Celis ? No: "Lis a 
Lady that lodges here, one that Mr, Folyman Courts. 

Man. Young Follyman ! 

" L. Fick. Follyman Þ yes— W bat d'ee wonder at ? If this humour 
hold, you need not counterfeit a Madneſs. 

Man. By Heay*n you are right——1 am mad, ſtupid, inſenſibly mad, 
and have bin ſo theſe three honts———"Sdeath, was ever any. thing ſo 
ſtrange as this ? Sure Pye been enchanted; pray Madam, give me leaye 
to queſtion yee, where have yon bin-al this ni ight ? 

L. Fick, ka-my Chamber <—-Sir ——expetting. you. 

Man. Who told you l was here ? 

L, Fick, Conſtantia, 1 met her coming up ſtairs; and ſeeing me, he 
brake into a violent laughter ; and asking her the reaſon, ſhe told me, 
ſhe had pnt a pleaſant trick vpon you; and then fell a Laughing till ſhe 
ſhook agen. 

Man. Pgad | have bin trickt, that's the truth on's Oh the 
Devil / am 1 thus abugd? 

L, Fick. This from a Woman that loy'd yee, is very ſtrange— 
who did you expeCt-to find ? -- 

Man. Yoy*———ſhe told me you was in that Alcove, and plac'd me to 
hear you——phere; have ſtood this half hour in the moſt inſufferable 
Torture the Agony of REN and PET; that ?cis uppoſlible. to 


4h it. | 
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\  L..Eick, Me! Did you expe me there ; and after all my ations to 

declare my unſpotted conſtancy, are you ſtill jealous ? Ingrateful man !--- 

was ever Woman ſo unhaPpy ; will nothing | LiVeeps. 

make a So me ? I ſwearl am the moſt unfortunate of Women. 
d 


- 


How has. out and Heart bin fetter*d,to' you? How have 1 dreanyd 
of you, #hd thought a look to any other man was an tMftnce to Love 
Tigbred ihe Oathe of Gamant===Mannd their Rene; Glpiet. 
theirPerſons, and refugd their gifts al——ItTo"JorT An © you 
EN TofGett ae ==wwourT 1 eonld be unconſtant! Wov'd 1 had ; 
the power to be ſo, 'that 1 might revenge my ſelf— Oh miſery ! 

{till ſuſpected ? . © [Weeps. 
' Man. If ſhe be falſe, there's no ſuch thing as truth: le credit it no 
more——— Madan, I ſee my errcr, and thus low ſue for pardon—— 
Tis my laſt tryal: And I will henceforth more adore thy vertues than 
*&re 1 did ſuſpect ?em; Thou art the Soul of Truth, ſo excellently godd, 
Nature is proud of her great work z nor will 1 ever be betray*d agen 
into the gulf of jealouſie, but live bleſt in thy love, the Prince of all 
content, and dye old in thy Arms. 

Fick, You wlll relapſe agen. 

Man, Never by Heavn——by this kiſs Il never 

| Enter Conſtantia. F 

Conſt. Come, Sir, the Coach——— * [Sees Fick. and ſtarts, 

Man. May retura agen, if it pleaſe, Madam your Servant, you 
ſee your plot han't took LEx. Man and Fick. 

Conſt. This Devil has outwitted me————nay, in this plot, which 1 
thought ſo ſecurely laid, it was impoſſible to break jt: Her cunniog is | 
ſo proſperous, that 1 believe Hell deſigns her for the only perſon to 
wheadle Souls with : | 

———  — —]ll try once more, 
And if my next plot hit nor right, give ore. LEx. Conſt. 
Emer Harry and Nurſe—— Bellamore after. * Th ts 

Bell, Here tliey are. 1 have from yonder door, now tao late,, reſented 
her treachery —— Dam her! Was mine a heart to play with ?. Were 
there not Fools enow £o feed with hope, but ſhe mult flye me 
but Pl] revenge my (clf immediately 

Harr. Here's ſome body coming, towards, let's retire, my Dear: 

Bell. Sir !. 1 have a Meſſage firſt——- [Strikes him, 

Harr, Such Meſſages are thus to be return'd [Draws and fights, 

Nurſe, Ah help, help! Murder, murder—— help, help 

| - Enter L, Fickle with a Candle, | 

L Fick, What's the matter Nurſe? Oh Heav*ns, my Lord Bellamore, 
and Mr. follyman | How came you hither at this time of night ? 

Bell; *Sdeath ! What a miſtake is this Have 1 fought for this 
Pippia ? art [ Looking amazedly at Nurſe, 
 Harr. Zounds! Have 1 b:ſtow'd all my - Careſles and Courtſhip go 
night upon this Beldam ? ; 

Nurſe. 


- 


7 » 


The Witty Falſe One. © 39 

Nurſe. Well, Sir 3 1 ſhall find a time to requite your favours for all 
your jeſting. - -* [Ex. Nurſe: 

Bell, Gad 1 thought it had been you, Madam-— ST 

Harr. And ſo did 1, by Heay*n.. 1 durſt have ſworn *twas her voice. 

Bell- Your thoughts were ill imploy*d, Sir, in a thing that fo little 
concerns yon: I hope you have no pretences here. | 

Harr, How. Sir, no pretences! Has any man ?— :,, 

Fick; *Buz : *Sdeath are you mad ! why this: [Stops bis month, 
is the Perſon my Uncle deſigns me to marry —— | C7o Harry. 

Bell. Nor is this boldneſs pleaſing, Sir. | "mn wn; 

L. Fick, My Lord, for Heav®ns fake, - what d%ce mean? Will yon 
* ruvine all— This is the very Gentleman my Uncle ceſigns for my Hus- 
band ——and if he knows you are his Rival Pam undone. 
| ' Enter Manley. | 

Man, Come, Madam, Whither do you run? by Heaywn Pm ſo me- 
lancholy ——without you———ha?, my Lord Bellamore and Follyman !. 
*Sdeath! what new intrigue's this ? 
 L, Fick, O Fate!ls he come too? W hat a ſpiteful minute is this ? [ Aſide, 
Why, Sir! What dee mean ? Dee not ſee my Lord there, unknown: - 
To be, he ſupt with Sir 4r:bur to night, and has choſen this 
Minute to accoſt me—Stare, ſtare / counterfeit your ſelf 
Mad, or we are loſt: Then leave the reſt to me. 

Pray, Sir, to bed,” FI [ Aloud this, 
To bed. Fye, What mean you by this unreaſonable rambling ? Sir Ar- 
thar will be very angry if he knows it. Stare ! ſtare! . | | 

Bell. Fack, Manley here at this time of night=—Hark*ee, 

Madam, W hat makes him here ? 0; 

L. Fick, Sir Arthur ſeeing him in his mad fit, brought him hither to 
night, with intent to adminiſter a Potion, which he had made for Ly- 
natick perſons; and it ſeems, they left his Chamber door open, and he 
is got out. .Look !: look how he ſtares} - mr * 

Harr? Gad, *tis a miracle to me to ſee him thus——l have often heard: 
himfay, Love is the Parentof Dulnefs, and Wine of Madneſs. Madain, 
How came his Misfortuge ? 7-02-59 | 

L. Fick, Love, Sir, Love. Paſſion for aneCelia, a Lady 2th? Town 
here, an obdurate, inconſtant perſon 1 have heard-—and it ſeems ſhe 
has wheadled. him into this candition. T7 | a" 

Man, She ſhall be drelt in Flames! Pendants; of Ice ſhall hang at ci- 
ther ear, and cool her as ſhe burns —whiz——buz——ſhngh Bough——— 
ſhe's gone, ha, ha, ha— Ah Celia? How ſweet were thy. amours? Dam 
her | ſhe eats Qnyons ——and' her Blue Veins are all bur colour'd Lute- 
* ſtrings,, in which ihe hangs her Cupids, Sir—Sir, .I would have.your Noſe 

ar*d leſs—adieu, Kieu, pop—Let me hear no more on't— [Ex. Man. 

Bell. Had | not ſeen this, 1 ſhould haye-thonght-i4-credible.;:.a man of 
the Town, and run mad for-Loye=—by heaven tis above.the camman rate 
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of wonders; and doubtleſs portends ſome vifible-Calamity. that threatens 
the Nation— $7 | 


-— 


#arr, Madam, a word with you. Y.. 
- L. Fick. No whifpering, Sir; "twill cauſe him to ſuſpett us—yoy 
know my promiſe—viſit me to morrow morning, and then by an anexpect- 
ed choice, I ſhall declare the man | think moſt worthy of my Loye. * 
Harr. Enoyghy L will not fail. ' I gueſs the-night far ſpear, and in 
mg longer I may obſtruct your reſt: Ill take my leave, Madam, 
your faithful Servant— My Lord, your Lordſhips' devoted. He little 
thinks what policy's in this: Aſide. _ CEx. Harry. 
- L. Fick, Now, Am not I extreamly kind, thus to ſend himaway, that 
F _ have the freer diſcourſe with you? I hope you will ſay this is very 
obliging. <1: 

Bell S confeſs it weighs ſomewhat more than a common fayour, but, 
Madam, | am not yet ſatisfied in his proceedings ; his coming hither ſo 
late-muſt be upon ſome deſign: and, how that old Woman ſhow'd inter- 
poſe, is to me a Miſtery | 
| L. Fick, Ohdull, dull man ! why d'*ce not fre *twas my plot ? I order'd 
the light to be taken away, and laid her Bait for him, purpoſely to keep 
my ſelf free from his troubleſome [mpertinences—— ' 

Bell. Was that it ?-— by Heav*n *twas a witty one | 

L. Fick, Was that it ?—what elſe cou'd it be—-1 wonder-what re- 
compencel ſhall have for this care, in preſerving my Love intire, I ſwear, 
my Lord, you'll be ungrateful. | | | 

Bell. No: by Heaven I'll heap together as much Love, and ſtrong Ima- 
ginarion, as wou'd ſerve forty men, but Pl] be out of thy debr—prithee 
do not cenſure till the trial is made: I'gad Ia fare I never faiPd yet— 
But, when ſhall 'be the day ? | | 

L. F;ck, To morrow, Sir, a ſudden thought has ſo ordained it. Vi- 
ſit me in the morning, where | ſuppoſe will be the reſt of my Amoretto's ; 
and you ſhall ſee what ſentiments of private paſſion my heart retains for 
on- ” | =— | Ro! , | * 

V Bell To morrow ! 1 was; <5 the thought on't/ To morrow, 
Call up the Sun, black Shades away ; | 
Bid Pho/phorom go fetch the Day. | 
As my friend Cowley has it : Madam, ÞIl be as early as the Lark; nay, 
by Heaven, Pm very pallionate! You'ſeg your Beauties pow'r, Madam, 
————=And,' Pl goand'prepare my ſelf— 
L. Fick;” And Plt go and thidk of my purpoſe. . 
Bell. Think on to morrow night——A pox on purpoſes. [[Ex. Bell. 
L. Fick. You ſhall have reaſon to curſe it, when you know what pure 
poſe 1 mean- | FE: | , | 


ny — 40014 11: Enter Manley: 1c 
an. Are they gone, Madam ?: fe Ct.. 0h 
- E; Fick, Both gone, Sir, and fulj of different hopes=—l (rear the. 
love I bear you makes me commit {ſtrange frailties. al 

| an, 
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Man, Oh my deareſt, my heay'n of love; How ſhall 1 recom 
| thee? Mylife*s ſervice is nothing, if conſider'd. When, when _ ">a ; 

Fick, To morrow, Sir. | 

AMan. Happy accent !_ 

L. Fick, You carry'd the Plot fo well, in counterfeiting madneſs 
That I were ingrateful, ſhould 1 not recompeace it. Viſit . 
Me to morrow morning, Sir, and by a happy choice, | 
Receive what you have ſo long figh'd for. 

Man. Oh Tranſport of Delight! . 

By heav*n I fear I ſhall not live till then, 

Exceſs of joy will kill me——Beſt of Women : - 

Beſt ! *cwas too vilely ſaid, thou art ſo good, 

By Heav'n thou art a Miracle -—and 1 

The happy man elected to poſſeſs it : 

Till the morning comes, I will imploy my ſelf 

In thinking on thy Beauties ——and then die 

In the poſleſſion of ſo ſweet a Joy ——— CExit, 
L, Fick, : Ha, ha, ha, ha——— 

That Heav*n fhou'd give man ſo proud a heart, 

And yet ſo little Knowledge Silly Creature, 

That talks, and laughs, and kiſſes oft that hand 

That ſteals away its Reaſon as if Nature 

Had play*d the Traytor, and ſeduc'd the Sex, 

Without the aid of Deſtiny, or Women. 

Ah! with what pleaſant eaſe 7 

The Bird may be enſnar'd—— Set but a wanton Look, 

You catch whole Covyes: Nay, there is a Magick 

Pertaining to our Sex, that draws. *em in, 

Tho? in the long Vacation And by Heayn, 

I am reſolv'd to work my fly deceits, 

Till my revenge is perfect —- Thus far ve done well, 

And VII. perſevere in the Miſtery. - 

Wheadle *em to the ſnare with cunning plots; 

Then bring it off with quick deſigning Wit, 

And quirks of dubious meaning. Turn and wind 

Like Foxe, in a ſtorm, to prey on all, 

And yet be thought a Saint——Thus Queen Pl fit, 

And Hell ſhall laugh to ſee a Womans Wir LEx. L. Fickle. 


ACT 
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ACP V. Scene. The Street. 


Enter Zechiel, Toby, Flail, Jollyman, Linkboys, and 
 Muſitians playing and ſinging. wake 


Zech. Ey! rare 'Boys! rare Boys. . Done like Sons. of Thunder, 
JF. True-heirs of mirth and jollity :- upon. honour we have out- 
Example in our frolick to night the Town. ſhall talk of us [done 
With admiration, and call us Children of the night ; The night, 
15 The happy night. ?*Pox 06” your day debauches, the dull and infſipid 
Common way of frollick.; 'give me night to roar iIn— 
Foll. ?Sbud well ſaid: 
The night or nothing, 1 ſay - Give me thy hand, 
1 love thee, Thou art a Merry'Wagg: 1 am pleag'd with ye, 
Udsbores 1 am. | thought 1 had a Son here too, | 
But I ſee now he's grown a ſerious Raſcall, 
He never ſeeks good Company, ſuch as thine is 
No matter, hang pinching, Pll be even with'him, 
And 'Jet the World rub. . _ - EY | 
- . Zech. Banter him, 'batiter him, Toby. Tis a conceited 01d Scarab, 
and will yield us excellent ſport——go play-upon him a little——ex- 
erciſe thy Wit— 
'Tob. Not | udſhaſh——1 had like to have had my- head broke with 
| his Halbert juſt now. for, going about'to exerciſe my wit. 
- Fell, Come, another Song, anothexg Song, my merry Wags, 
| And bang, pinching, Vle make a third man hem 


SINGS. 


And underneath the Greenwood Tree 
This Toungſter laid her down a, 
And there he Kift her once or twice, 
Sing hey derry, derry, derry, down, a. 


EI 


Zech. O brave cld Signior—— Flall ! Sirrah, Bandog, what a pox, 
dreaming ? Sing, Sirrah, to entertain the Company. 

Flail. I'Sing, Zing, What dee mean, Sir! 1 Sing ! Lord fave vs: 

; alas, I cannot Sing, Sir, Ich was ne*re fo well bred. 

Zech, Whiſtle then, you Dog, do ſomething for Diverſion—— 

To, Flail, Whiſtle ! by coxbones 1 cannot wiſtle neither. Bleſgus Muſt 

I never go to bed? Bleſs me from London, if this be the Trade. , 

Zech, Tradg! Thou ſon of Afafeaita! call a Gentlemans Divertive 


Cuſtom 


- 
- 


Ou ray, oo oeoey on - - —_ _ 
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Cult Trade! gh all hands, we'll'go Pumpthe Rogues! 6G 
Ys ay; - a dull drowZy Raſcal: -Puwp him 1 ſay— For 
- Enter three Wenches, 
 Zech, A prize! a prize! Petticoats, upon honour 3 
Stand there,! come before a man of Aithority— And why”, | 
Thus early my Lady of the. Lake? Whither are you golng?.. ay” Sn 
; Wench. To Hell, Will you follow med? :,. \ | = 
Zech. Not 1, .upon honour : There, ÞIl leave you—— a bp ny EY | 
Tob, By your favour, Madam, What's a Clock? - [To 2 Wench. | 
2 Wench? 1 am ſorry the pawaing your Watch, Sir, forces you to ask 
ſo neceſſary a Queſtion——, | 
_ .1- Tob, . Now. will this damn'd bulkigg Quean be too witty for me, 
& my Conſcience, if 4 ſhould -ask = any more: queſtions. if 
Udſhath, ['ll ee'n. proceed to the Buſineſs; and ſay nothing. 
Joll. goes to the other, and ſhe flights him. 
3 Wench, Fy,. fy, Sir! an old man and'ralk thus ! 
Foll, An old Man ! *Sbud, You're a Whore, "An old mah! Call 3 
Gentleman, in the midſt of a Night Debauch, -old——Hem, 
Hem——Sound Luogs,. and Heart quoth a! _.;. ... 
.Zeeb. Come, upon honour, ye (hall all to the Tavern with wh, and. 
We'll compleat the nights debauch with Credit; Bu firſt 
A Song. . I know you hay your parts.in the laſt new Verſes, + 
Made of the Nights Ramble ?Tis a part of your Funttion; a 
New Song is as neceſlary for a Tomn-\Voman,. as a ne of Knots, 
Or a new Gonn-rrntey) ſtrike up tens. L- es 


SONG. 


Happy the Man that takes delight | 
In Banquetting his Senſes, Is Fey 
©. That drinky\ all: day, and "then at night _ ; | a : 
"The hes igþt of Foy commences... 
With "Battles armd, we ſtand our growid, | 
Full Bumpers crown our Bliſſes ; * 

They roar and ſing the Streets around, 

Sha a, Arena Miſſes... 

Chor. | o With Bottles ard, &c. 


Mio chus free and unconfind, 
No drowzy Crime reproaches ; 
No Heaven to a frollick, mind, 
leaſure like Debauches. 450 
Whilft anti. thus, new Foys we.reap, it Sed bluod | 
In charms of Lape. and Drinkings \._o oo vs 01 | $5 
. Tnſipia, Fops lies drownd.gn ſleep, « "wL 4 
© © And the Cuckold be les thinking, | ; 
. _ Chor. Whilſt rambling, &C. * G Zechy 
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--1 fee] it growing in my head"like a . | 
_ - Zech. Agen ! Igad pinch him agen; but come, of this at the Tavern, 
-Webſe time—Strike-up there—Sing, Whil/ rambling, LEx, Singing, 


" of the firſt Rate amongſt Dablersin the Miſtery ? how ſit 'my Cloaths ? 


 Jate doubts have now their period 


© 4&6 poſſible ſhe ſhould be thus afte&ed 
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-Zech, Rarely done of all hands : come, now let's to the Tavero, 


1 am refoty'd romake a night on's. 


Joll, Well ſaid, agen, Boy. Toth* Tavern! to th* Taverg—hah_. 
Merry Raſcal——hang pinching: *Sbud thowre a brave Fellow—. 
| To. Come my fittle pignies, you and1 will go and be drunk together : 


Hey—you ſhall ſee me perform rare exploits, I'faith. 


Nay, Gad, now my hand's in, 1 ſhall pepper you with wit 
5 te entries” ike a Bunch of Parſenips. 


. Enter L, Fickle in 24ans Cloaths, and Silvja, Dorrel at a diſtance. 
L: Fick; So, is all fit ? prithee how do 1 look ? mayl paſs for a Bully 


Silv. Decently 1 ſwear, and well become you; you have 'as maſculine 
an Air as any Man, 1 mean'any Man that has no more Beard than you. 
Dor. This gives an end'to my ſuſpition ; the Plors unravelPd, and my 
| [_ Aſide. 
L. Fick, Away then, and be ſure you miſs not atittle'in the M's 
given you, but witha feign'd ſigh, and a tear or two, tell Sir 4rthuy 1 
went awsy unknown'to you,” and ſippoſing it to be difcontent, relating 
to his deſigns of Marriage; do this handſomly, and I'll come in perſon, 
and proſecute the reſt : This babit will, 1 am ſure, diſguiſe' me; and 1 
intend to invite my {elf to another Banquet of Wit, with the Suitors, 
ere I have done with **m—away——a day or two*s time will make all 


5 


quiet=—and 1 ſhall be in readineſs for #s many more: 
Silv. Madam, I have my Leſſon perfeftly, and am ſo much your 


_ Creature, as not to diſpute your Commands. LEx. Stdv, 


L. Fick, Now am I in my opinion a ſecond Machiavi!l, my wit has fi- 
niſh'd works as ſtrong and great as Hercules x2 labours! Oh | cou'd hug 
my ſelf for my inventions; they pd agg if Fate meant to 
make my wit a Miracle for'Men to wonder at. To'betray, in me's a vir- - 
tue, being firſt betray'd; the thoughtof which, does like an eating Can- 
ker prey on wy Heart and Vitals. Therefore, ſweet Revenge; 

Thou art my Darling. Thus I'll blind their Eyes; 


Tis on the neck of Wit, Revenge muſt riſe — | [Exit. 


- | | Enter Dorrel. rio 
Por. Can this be true oh Heavens, What have I heard ! 


Fo him that baſcly ſo deſerted her? © 
If ſo, 1 am a Devil, and my Jealoufie 


- The fin of all corruption-——VII redeem it, 


Watch all ber ations, and diſcover all, 


Leſt ſhe ſhould loſe her ſelf in her Reyenge. 


Twas well 1 overbeard her—— Happy day,» 
That does all former fears with Bhjs repay.  ©Ex.Dor. 
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Scene 2, The Street, | a T, quern, Buſh bung 0ut.. 
Enter Bellamore, Zechicl, Toby, Jallywan, Three Wenger, 


and Muſutans, drinkgng. 
Zech, *T was well, my Lord, your Valour iaterpos'd betwixt me and 
the danger; by Heaven | had been ſtockado'd elſe—— | 
Bell. 1 am glad, Sir, Fate guided me that way, and made me capable 
of doing you ſo good an Office, pray how came your quarrel ? - 


Zech. Why one of the Raſcals would needs take the wall of me, nay 


tho? 1 told him in French | was drunk, and bad a Whare with mew—— 
Was ever ſuch an iacivility ? But 1 think 1 am reveng'd, for if I may be- 


lieve my eye, my laſt full Paſs pierced his Di«phragma——1 am ſure 1 


kilPd him. | 
Foll, How, kill'd him Not fo, 1 hope,. my merry wag, not ſo 
Zeeh. Not ſo! upon Honour 1 am ſure it is fo 
Who Pox, *tis accounted nothing now in Term-time. 
The killing: a Man's no more Iookt on in a Nights Debauch, 
Than getting a Chap in a Mornings Ramble. 
The Town's full, The Town's full. 
Tob. 1 hope the conſequences are ag worſe than he makes %m 5—— 
| But udſhaſh my heart goes a-pit-to-pat. | 
' Sell. Tho? 1 hate this Fellows impertinence, yet for dwyerſion fake 
_ Pll make one in the Debauch to Night: Sirrah, bid the Coach go home, 
tell Rarnes | have no occaſion for him too night. {To his Footman. 
Zech, Come, Muſick, ſtrike up there, Damme you ſleepy Dogs, 
Come, we'll have a Song and a Dance, hey Drawer, | 
Fry Enter. Drawer. | 
Draw, Will you not be pleaygd to take a private Room, Sir ? 
Zech, A private Pox, Sir, - [Strikes him. 
What 1 warrant you take us now for ſame of your ſerious Brood of Al- 


dermen, dee Sirrah ? But ſuch another word, and 1 ſhall make a private- 


Room in your Guts for this Engine here. | 

Tob. Sirrah, you ſhall be huffc and cuffc, and flip®d and kick'd, Sirraby 
if you talk of private Rooms Now am I as valiznt as a Hector, me- 
thinks 1 could beat this Drawer iato a Wicker Battle 

Zech, Sirrah, as a Reprieve for Lite, bring out the But, well have 
the triumph of Bacchus to Night, my Lord ; you ſhall be Spectator now 
of one of my Frollicks, 1 invented it in Pars, for the benefit of all Lo- 


vers of the Grape, and Cheriſhers of Burgandy, and 1 hope you'l ſpeak it - 


a facetious one, *cis calPd a Triumph to Bacchus, my Lord. 
Bell.” A good Theme, Sir —worthy of your Wits iayention,nodoubt 


2 great piece of ingenuity | [ Aſide. 
Zech, Come my witty Devotees of Venus, 

You muſt be aſliſtant here.: - [To three Wenbes. - 

Hey———Dramer, where are you Sirrah 2? 


ERC Enter 


Cc ww 
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| +, 1 Enter Drawers with an empty But. 
Come hither Toby, thou ſhalt perſonate God Bacchus 
Give bim a Wreath chere——aad a Bumper —— | 
Come, vp, up» advance into the Throne : [Tob. gets on the Bue, 


_ * So, now Ladies kneel; and pay obedience to your Emperor — 
. My Lord, 1 muſt bcg your Lordſhip to bear part in the Ceremony—— 


There, on that ſide, my Lord | 
Drawer, give every one a Glaſs - 


Flouriſh Mufick and drink——— 


Hey — | | | L Flonriſh, all drink, 
Tob. How do l preſent it, ha! methinks it becomes me very well. 
- Zech, Look big, look a little bigger, you know the Effigie. 
Foll. By the Lord, Harry, ll kiſs thee for this, my Darling of the dark. 
Well, 1 am reſoly'd to diſinhetit my Son, and adopt thee hang 


| piching, PII do't Boy, and let the World rub. 


Zech. Come, now to the Sopg—and let all parts be ready for the Cho- 


S$.ON G. 


" Bacchus, thou mighty Power Divine, 
Great God of Mirth, and ſpreghtely Wine, 
Behold us here that kneeling ſhow 
The Duty that we ome ——— 
We through thy influence rejoyce, 
And thus with free and chearſul voice 
. The Fame and. Praiſes ſing 
Of Bacchus,. onr great God and King, 


. Chor, -  *Tis Wine, "tis, Wine, that ſtill contronls, 
'- And Fame and Love muſt both ſtrike Sail; 
There lies ſuch vigour in full Bowls 

' - The Fate of Princes can't prevail. 


The Wreaths of great Heroes his Aber ſtall Crown, 
Whilſt the grave and the Prudent bow down. 


- 


When Beauty darts a ſmiling Beam, 
Our Souls are———by Loves extream; 
. "But one brisk Glaſs takes care away, 
| And yields us back the Prey : 
No Fate of Love or piercing Dart | 
Can wound when Wine ; Fra the heart ; 
Still guarding it from Care, 
It baſes Fate, and ſlights the Fair, 


Chor. 'Tis Wine, tis Wine, -(_— .  __ [Pane 


] 
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Foll, Spark, l:t me embrace the, udsbores thou art the Mirror of our 
Age, and haſt the beſt_principles of Eng{ſh Gallantry I ever ſaw— Ah 
would I were but 5 and 20 for thy ſake but come hang pinching—- 
"tis well it's no worſe, as my Friend Hearty ſays Es 
Zech. What think you my Lord? is it not modiſh? by Heay?n *tis 
new that's one good property, and l believe *twill take very well. 
Bell. Sir, if you will take my opirſion in this buſineſs, 1 think it an ex- 


 cellent invention, and were 1 you, 1 wowd haye Books Printed, that the 


World may not be ignorant; Ygad you have this encouragement, the 
Preſs has been troubled with matters of leſs conſequence, 

. Tob. I tell you | have 2004. a Year, Pve my Lands free and unmort- 
gag*d, and am reſoly*d to keep a Miſs, according to the Mode, therefore 
ſpeak now, or far ever hold your peace. 

1 Wench. But which of us would you have, Sir? o 


Tob. Either of you——Udſhaſh Pa a right Country Squire, any thing 


will ſerve my turn, if che properties be not wanting--W hats your price?-- 


1 Wench, Why in truth, Sir, 1 have had 40 5.4 Week; butin kindneſs 
to a Man of your Complexion, Ill abate a Crown. | 

Tob. My Complexion / Ah wheadling Quean——- | : 

Foll. Come Sirrah, Drawer fill each his Glaſs. Hey--Let the World 
rub, and let's have YVother Song. | | 

Fla, Zong — a---Lord zave us, a Zong---pray, pray good Folks, 

ray——0D, Oh —— *y 
4 Jeb, How now Bandog, what makes you howl thus ? ha ! 

Fla. How / by Coxnowns yow'll howl too, if you ſtay longer ; yhave 
kilPd a Mon yonder, he that you quarrel'd with abour'your Crack there, 
?Nlid ſhe have a good mind to crack her for*r, and God fave his Soul, they 
think he's dead: the Conſtable and a Regiment of Beggers, I mean Bil- 
bo's, are ſearching for you, and juſt coming up the Street, \uds diggers, 


- up you go if they can catch ye. Oh that ever the ancient Family of the 


Tilburies ſhould come to ſuch diſgrace! - | 
2 Wench. Nay then this isno time for Merchandizing. [ Exennt Wenches. 
Zech, Malicious Fortune, Heay?n what fhalll do! if 1 am taken 1 ſhall 
certainly be hang'd. | | | 
Bell. Pox, not for killing a Man in Terns-time, 'Sir, -you know the 
Town's full. | | 
Fill. Hang'd! Heay*n defend, my merry Wag, isgt come to that ? 
Hang'd! Gentlemen your Servant. Pye alittle earneſt buſineſs —— * 
Bell. Nay, Sir, leave not Four Friends in adverſity; for my part I'm 
reſoly*d to ſtick too*r if we are hang?d; oo nt ncg 
Tob, If we are hang'd; quoth a *;Ah'Lord ! the very word-has pit 
me into an Ague. © PISS Wh. (9-444. 80. OTE CLOSET) 
- Bell, If we do miſcarry, Sir——why let the World rub, as-you ſay. 
Tob. Ay, ay, you need not fear, yon area Lord, yol'lleome off well 


| enough, *tis we ſhall Rretch fore; *Udſhaſh nothing vexes-mie, buy that 
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1 cannot ſtay to. perform my bargain with Mrs. Fupuer there. [.4 nai 

1 Cox, | _ * .* wtbout, 

" Hark, they.come, the Devil take the hindmoſt - * [Runs into the Tavern, 
Zech, And ſo ſay. I” x 

_ Bell, Dam %m, are they gone? What Scarabs are theſe, . to truſt a 

Tavern ſecurity beyond: a Sword———— What: Sirra are you Creeping a- 

. way too? turn back and help to defend, you Dog=——or———['Ne;ſe 


EE $362 within, fellow Fellow. 

_ Fla, O'Lard, Sic! I defend Sir! | | 

_-* Bell. Fight Sirra, and fight valantly too, or by this Steel 

Fla. Well, Sir, 1 will, 1 will; oh what will become of me! 

| Foll. Come my Lord, have at ?em, fince it mult be ſo, here's old Madge, 
© has not ſeen Sun theſe 20 Years, ſhall be ſcowr'd in ſome of their Guts, 
- rather then I'll be taken; udsbores I have been valiant in my time. 

Bell. 1 mult quickly diſpatch, for fear of a diſappoiatment_ with my 


- Cortnna—— 


ch . -*, Enter Conflable and Watch, | 

Conft, Oh here they are, Caitiffs, Rogues Murderers, down, down, 
with ?em my Men of Midnight, fall on in the Kings name, fall on 
Y ', . * © [They fight, Conſtable and Watch art beaten off. 


Page © Enter Toby, 

Tob. No hole, ne*r a corner to creep into ? This is the worſt contriv?d 
hauſe 1 ever ſaw. Hang'd did he ſay ? Marry Heay'a defend : 1 am too 
raiv a Bully to venture hanging yet oh well remembr*d Pfaith, here's 
the But, the Throne of Bacchus, as Zecbiel calls it; this will be a rare 
place to ſecure my ſelf in [_gers :nto the But] the DeviPs in em if they 


— 


ſearch here-—— ll ſtay till the Cry is over and then home to my Lodg- | 


ing; 1 love a Debauch, ill it comes to F ightiog ; but then, methinks, 
' it grows troubleſom——Hark, here they come, now cloſe like a Coney 


in a Burrow. 
, q Re-enter Conſtable and Watch, ; 
_ Conſt, Why Neighbours,.'we were miſtaken, theſe were none of thoſe 
that hurt the Man———-1 am told, *ewas two Brothers, and that they 


* ” 


_ were doge'd to this Tavern. .Come, come, they mult be here ſtill 
lets in, and ſeean—— 
| Emer Zechiel above in a Balcony, \ 
Zech, Was eyer poor Night-walker in ſuch diſtreſs ? What ſhall I 
do > They are ſearching within, and the damn*d Rogues are ſo curious 
in the diſcovery, that they.miſs-not an Augur-hole; 1 found this Ladder 
of "Ropes upon a Shelf, but dare not venture down yer, for fear ſome 


[ Ex. 


_— . 


, 
C 


— 


prying Raſcal ſhall ſnap ime between Earth and Heay?n *Sdeath [ll 
creep into this Buſh, it may be this may ſecure me——— (Gets upon the © 
T gvern Buſh] Hab! upon honour 1 grow chearful; this is ſo Modiſh a 
Devicc,, that Pve great hopes of good ſucceſs 

 Tobe; They'ce-all gone ig, and now 1m ina, Tub of Troubles about _ 
vent'ring out; if ſome of ?em ſhould watch at the- Gate, 1 ſhou'd be 


[Napt—— 


Sy jus 
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if ſnapt——hang'd——Udſhaſh my ſtomach cannot re- 
liſh that word——-Yet I'll couch a little longer, and ſee what will 


ſhapt 


COME ON'to—— 
{rg Enter Tilbury drunk, with & Torch. 

Zech. Here comes a Man with a Light now fit cloſte———— }. 

Tilb, A Son of a whore to queſtion a Man of 1500 /. a Year, and dif- 
pute the Family of the T:lburies, by St Fago he deſerves to be mortifi'd--- 
Conſtable——— what's a Conſtable, to a Man of Worſhip! a Man of 
drunken reeling worſhip! a Worm ! a Scarab ! *cis fit he ſhould be Car- 
bonado'd. Let's ſee, where am I ? What Taverns this ?-oh *tis the 
Roſe, VII take another doſe of Sack here, and then---home--- ho---with- 
in there, Drawer, give's a Cup 0? Sack here , | | 

Fecch, Ah Lord! *ris my Father---and drunk as a Wheel-barrow, 1 
ſhall "be found out, for he holds his Torch ſo high, that any one that 
comes by muſt needs ſee me. [Takes Orange-peels out of his Pocket. 

and throws at Tilbury, 

Tilb, Why Raſcals, Poltroons---Sons of Popinjay's, what d%ce mean, 
hah! Dare you affront a Man of Quality——l1 mean a Man of Coun- 
trey Quality——Hah Puppies, by Sr Fago le break allthe Windows, ['l} 
teach you to be civil. Now, now cannot 1 find e'r a ſtone. . This is the 

reat enormance of this City, here's Wenches in abundance, but not a 
one to throw at a Dog ——no matter, Vil ſet fire on your Buſh, *cis all 
one I'll mortifie your Owls Neſt, by St Fago. - . 

Zech, Oh! 1 ſhall be burnt? | [Offers to burn the Buſh. 
Why Father, Father, Pm here ! I'm here! Your Son! Your hopeful 
Son—— Oh Lord, if 1 cry out. too, 1-ſhall be hangd—————W hat 
ſhall 1 do? Fire! Fire! Fire! : Page ITE 

| Emer the Conſtable and Watch. 

Conſt, How now | What's here one going to fire the Houſe ? Away, 
away with him to the Lodge z/ here's fine work indeed! Come bring him 
away, ftay ſome of 'you here and watch,' the reft muſt be hereabougs. 

| 3% 4. 114 4. [Ex. Conftable with Tilb. 
1 Watch. But igt poſlible Neighbours this Houſe ſhould be haunted, 
and yet Folks live io ! . | Þ Ek TI 

2 Watch. Poflible?--as ſure as you are there Neighbours. They ſay the 
Devil appear'd-to.*em every Night in the likeneſs-of a (Hog, 

. 1-Watch, Lord bleſs us Sirs! a: Hog't: butſce what the Devil-can do. _ 
; 44s Set Janie Patch, 'and<come let's ſit down on 
this Butcro_—_l u the Stor Yrmrmm—_ (07! 13 3) 
3 Wach. Ay come; "Glence ho, ler's' hear. Neighbour-Cobble, [They fir. 
_ 2 Watch. Why look you Sirs, one'Winter-night the Maid here fitting 
up late;in 4he Kuicheny7and) buſiz about her: Houſhold-affairs ——— who. 
hould:canein atthe "Windows,: but this Hog=—_—_ | 
Omn. So 7 i: 1510051 6 it u3uD 1 7) 


- 
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2 Wark; And-you,wuft kndwthe Devil's.a\tumning Hog, when acca- 
kan ſervos kept ſuach-— /wch a-grygting and b; nd Jae 
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h . thar:the-poor'Wench:was even ont of her” wits 7 ſhe woi'l have prayed 
\- but her-memory:bejng very ſhort, and her Prayer-Book out of the way, 
'- ſhe coulll not. In ſhorr, Sir, this Hog, or this Devil,” or this Devil of 
a Hog, for*ss all-—having thrown down ſeveral Pewter- Diſhes, and 
ſwallow'd-a whole Porridge-pot of Brewis=—- takes'me his way into the 
Cellars ————— there makes ſuch a wrack amonry the Burs'and- Bottles. 
ſuck havock among the:'Glaſſes—-[ Tob. puts ont the Candle in the Lanthorn, 
How now, who puts out the Candle there ? | | 
1, Watch Not TI. | 
- . 2 Watch, Nor I. | 
.i;sZob. Ugh! Ugh ! Ugh !—— [ Grunts like a Hog, 
Omn, Ob it comes4--i-comes / the Devil, the Devil ' + "TBx. 
* ,Tob: Udfſhaſh; this Ugh, Ugh was a rare invention, | Tob. comes our, * 
I think 1 have.,out. wittzed the Rogues: Now give me a Man that'can 
help a danger at a pinch, for tho 1 lay it, A/achiavil was an Aſs to me at 
a nigbts Intrigue; but Pll away, for fear of inſurreftions—— [Ex. 

\ | Zech, That was Joby's voice, 1 believe he's gone ; What the Devil 
In | - was't ſcar'd the Watchmen ſo——No matter now, the Coaſt is clear —<. - 
| Ex Pll venture down ——ſo=—=! + .2 147 - | Gets down the. Ladder, 
A Be Upon-Honour I have been-ſeverely frighted. to- Night: But the uncertain 

1 bh Fate of a Night-walker {eldom meets better ſucceſs——- 

I have eſcaped two eminent dangers, Burning and Hanging, 

The thought of which has made me as dull as a rifled Cully.. +: 

' , +, Thus with the Brawny Crew of Suburb Roche, Fill 
 *.-, 4- We ſmmithe Brackiſh Ocean of Deboches, oo 
_—_ 9s 15 Withqnt the Senſe 'of Honour or. Reproaches. 1 = —f Ew, 
| | SY ” SCENE 3: 17 Sol 

Enter Sir Arthur, Silvia, Arbella, Conſtantia. | 


Heaven knows I know no other cauſe. | 385 99H 2: 
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and by S:, Auguſtin's Night-cap=—Madam Arbella, you'are welcottie'to 

my houſe ; but {eek not-tq- defend an- tl Argument —1 ſay once friore 

there's a trick in*t——aygd give me! leave, 'Madam, I will perſevere'in 

my juſtice—therefore Minioh look to't. 
Emer Dorrel. 

- Dory. Sir, there is thres is Gentlemen; below, Suitors'to:'Madarh Fickle, 
that defire admittance — are | 

Sir Arth, Conduct *em. up, t hope here?s ſome-difcovery, : : 

Enter Bellamore, Manly and Harry: '_ 

Bell, Though 1 was ignorant, Sir, you were my Rival, 1 thought 1 
had known you fot» a Gentleman, one that wou?d not have catry'd a 
deſign under the diſguiſe of -counterfeit madneſs; but aſſure your ſelf, 
Sir, ſuch an injury ſhall require ſatisfation.. SY &; 

Man, And have it, my Lord, when you dare demand it : all falſhood 
1 deny ; nor can 1 condemn my ſelf with-carrying ati a Love-intrigue with 

licy. | | 
Wor %Death ! I ſee 1 am baffled at laſt; theſe are two of her Suit- 
ms "May it ſeems, the third ; but 1 hope her choice will diſſipate all 

oubts—— | 3g 3 
| Sir Arth. My Lord, and Gentlemen; your humble/ Servant; may 1 
requeſt to know what bus'nefs brings you. hither ſo early ?*. | - 
Sell, 1 ſuppoſe my buſineſs is not unknown, 1 come, Sir Arthur, to pay 
my devotion. to the Charming Corinna, 

Harr, And 1 mine to the Glorious Clevo, | 

Man. And I the particular tender of my heart to the adorable Cel:s. 

Sir Arth. Corinna Cleio | Celia!' They; are names of Antiquity, 1 
confeſs —— But for Heav*ns ſake expreſs your ſelyes more largely, Gen- 
tlemen, I know none of the perſons. 

Arb. Now the Plot begins to be diſcover'd, now we ſhall know all. 

Conft. Prithee do but obſerve the alteration of Countenaaces, oh this 
was. a ſubtle Devil! | | pa 

Bell. Your Neece, Sir Arthur, the rich Widow—l have had the honour 
to be long intereſs'd in her fayour, and ſhe commanded me to wait oa 
_ her this Morning, and promis'd publickly to make choice of me, 

Man, By Heav'n ſhe promis'd to make choice of me. 

Harr, Nay gad ſhe promis'd"to make choice of me. 

Bell.” Was ever ſuch uoſuterable impertinence ? Sir Arthur, | proteſt, 
by my honour, all 1 ſay is true: and by vertue of her premeditated 
choice and eleCtion, 1am the Man. ' © -_ 

Man, Death ! what impudeace is this? 41 ſay, by vertae.of her choice 
I am the Man. rt Db obs 5G ©; , | 
. Harr, Hl] and Furies! 1 fay 1 am the Man. | 
- Sir Arth, Hey day! What are all of ye the Men? by the Threſhold of 
Mahomers Temple, this is very fine! has ſhe a tripartite Husband, a three- 
fold Father of Children ? But haxk ye; Gentlemen, let us come neater to 
the bulinels 5 for as far as 1 can perceive, you have miſtook the houſe : 

here 
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_ here are-no Cleio's, nor Cdia's, nor Eorima's under my roof, 1 can af- 
; fore ye. *Tis true, '/Þ-bad a Niece, a Widow, and ſuch a Fortune as you 
deſcribe——whois this day gone, | think; to ſeek ber Fortnne : her name 
is Fickſe——ſure ſhe'cannot be the perſon you ſeek after ? 
Bell, Tis ſo! We are all moſt finely gulPd, 1 find it! oh! $%death, 
_ now could 1'eat my fleſþ for madiieſs, dull Blockhead, not to perceive 
her Wheadling, ., | | - ev; 
Man. Fickle:1s her name; Dam her, ſhe has been fickle enough, 1 ſee? — 
oh Hell! Hel}! were ever x ted? *Tis. plain now ſhe has 
entertain*d us all 'with equal Careſſes, and by taking a ſeveral name has 
this long kept us ignorant——. * hy 
Harr. Sure there muſt be ſome-plot in this, Si" Arthur, pray be par- 


ticular in the Narration—— is {he certainly gone, Sir ? ' 
Sie Arth,  Whyz Sir; upon my liononr, and the Honour of our Family, 
1] proteſt Sir——h>ihe is cerrainly-gone, Sir. Wo, | 
Harr. The Devil go with her, Sir—oh. confuſion ſeize her ; after all 
my hopes, and fears, and doubts, am 1 thus abus'd ? | 
rb. Oh Heaven! Was it poflible- your Lordſhip ſhou*d be fo de- 
ceiv*d ? Nay by a perſon that ſhou'd ha? been proud of the honour ſhe 
receiv*'d in the Amours of a Man of Quality, who was inſenfible of. any 
. Beauty but the: Charms of Cora, nothing cou'd penetrate but the eyes 
of Corinna? Nor nothing appear attraftive, but the. Perſon and Mecn of 
COM — : | et 
- Conſt. | proteſt, Sir, 1 pity you, Heav'n knows how conſtant you 
have been——how ador'd Celia, dreamt of Celia, figh'd for Celia! Mour- 
red out the tedions Night in meditations, and-vifired the-light with 
thouzhrs of Celia! and now to have-ſo-ftrange a metamorphoſis, an 
ungrateful Fickle inſtead of a conſtant Celia, by Heaven 'tis great Tyran- 
- Ty in Fortune—— . * - 
Man, Well, Madam, well! | | 
x, Enter Lady Fickle. | 
L. Fick. Sir Arthur, your Servant; [permit a ſtranger ſomewhat in- 
 tereſsd in your preſent affair, thelibercy of Tpeaking a word or two. 
Sir Arth, Sir, any Man that wears the preſence of Gent. bas liberty 
to expreſs himſelf here— wy, 
L Fick. Then briefly and boldly thusx—-My Lord and Gentlemen——. 
I know you berter than you imagine, "you are all pretenders tomy Lad 
Fickle, n nerſon to whom my-private inclinations have been” tos} "I 
voted, and having laſt Night the honour of Kiſſing her hand; fl in 
tears told me, ſhe had deſerted Sir Arrhw"s. houſe; only to be rid of 
your troubleſome impertinences z ſhe alſo did me the favor to deſire 
me to give you this aſſurance, That ſhe hated you a}{ three, and ber 
fornier proceedings 3» wy have beea only to divert her ſelf with 
your'Ceremonious Addreſies: Be teh Bodhtar pgs” 
Be#.:Suce *tis impoſſible a Woman'ſhould be fuck a Devil ? Dare. 
you-;prove this ? Ae Fa 


Man, 
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Man. Dam him ——this is the impudent young. Hector 1: ever mer 
with. | 

Harr, Hark ye, dare you fight, Sir ? 

L. Fick. Yes, Sir, with you if you dare, Sir / Fight ! Blacd of the 
Heroes dee queſtion it—— There's my Glove—Vil fight you all ibree; 
appoint your place and time. 

an. The Soul of 2 Giant by Heay'n, a very Devil in decimo ſexes. 

L. Fick, 1 ſcorn to win a Lady of her perfections, with the loſs but of 
a drop of Blood, a River full 1 ſay, my Veins drawn dry, and on the 
 aftive Gore fierce attows darting, co win my Love throw ſtreams. of 

Death and horror. Vl bath my Lips in Gore, kiſs bleeding Wounds, 
cleave Helmets, ſtand a Breach, and dare a Cannon, divide a Heart in 
two, ha! ha'——cis done. Soul of Belona, Vil exhauſt a Flood, turn 
Earth to Chaos, Oceans into Blood, Conſume your timerous cringing 
Amoriſts, that would poſſeſs their Heay?ny but dare not bleed for®c. 

Blood is my Province, therefare with you alam | reſolv'd to. fight —- 
A ſingle Man's too poor for Revenge; All, all, I! ſay, and all at once, 
*% is baſe elle. © | 

Bell. This is the daringſt young Rogue I ever ſaw,. 1 muſt daſh his 
hopes Hark*ee young buffing Sir, 'no more of this here, follow me, 
you ſhall find one of us fuſhcient to cut your Throar. | .:.: |; 

L.Fick, All or none, by Heaven, 1 will not fight ee | 
Dor, Now is the time, and this myſterious Plot ſhall be no longer hid 
——Fie, fie my Lord—1 thought your Lordſhip cheriſh'd roo much 

honour-ever to draw a Sword againſt a Woman : 

Omn, A Woman! »:* 

Dor. Look qn ber well, Sir, Arthur. »My Lord -& Gentlemen,” Hee 
not know her? Nay, Madam, bluſk adt 3-alb muſt out---You muſt-be giſ- 

cover?d. This is #he very Perſon you are ſpeaking of, my Zady  Fickle ! 
- your CleoSir your Celia and-your Corinna, My Lord! 

Sir Arth. By Pharadh "tis the ame, 1 know her now. Why how now 
Niece ! 

L- Fick, Diſcover'd4 and. rb? <dd of all: my Plots: what Devil told 
this Fellow my deſigns —- Well Ugdle=—tis 1. 

- Bell. What in your Maſquerading\habit, Madam ? if 1 may preſume, 
what [ntrigue to night are yaidefigning for ? 

L. & 59 Tis) fruſtrated; miy Lord, -=_ might have known elſe. 

Man. ;Mageatefnl Creatute! wyas[l: pI 2s 4 par__ paf- | 
fon ſo far wanting merit;:goideferve this RR 

Ball... Was:1 not wotithy of yqur-faiour 2:5" it; ET 

. Harr,, Aud was:;my heirs cobbaſets mae " HOES 

\L,Ficks;;By Heay*n\ 190, all yourdeſetrs are boundtcfs, and 1am. far 
"unworthy. your addrelles; 1am finceiam diſcover'd; you ſhalliknow-why!l 
haye-ys'd you thos:lJou'dand wake tray'd;end for this wy ſwnorea Re- 
venge on all that ſhould love me: To make-t-plaine 4 lam mar- 
red. My: knjbagd; fir\djvinh.! patty ie, 2 to/ pend his _ | 

A 
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in-Travel ; ſince | have liv*d'a Widow -in opinion, and wheadled many 
Syitors, but lov'd none. | 
Sir Arth. Why then your Husbend lives ! 
- LE. Fick. | know not; Sir, 1 have not ſeen him fince. 

- Dor, .Yes,' Sir, he lives, and-lives to bleſs the hour he took vp this diC- 
guiſe——oh my Sweet————Conlider humane frailty, and forgive my 
Crime of too much Jealouſie. ; [Pulls off bus Beard 

Li Fick; My dear Friendlove !'Can this be true ? Am 1 thcn once more 
bleſt with thy: Carefles ?f - 46k. | IN 
* Sir, Arth, "Hey, Dorrel metamorphos'd to Mr. Friendlove | by Melchize- 
dech, this is ſtrange ! | | 
Bell, Marry'd ! Gad 1 have ſpent my time very finely ! well, iFever ]- 
truſt a Widow-agen, -may I'wear Horns like Aeon, ard ſeek for a Patri- 
mony in Terra incopnita, * MP e | 

Dor, | ſwear I;have-been very cruel to thy vertuc,but my whole life ſhall 
ſue to makeamends4 and my noble Lord, and you Gentlemen, whate- 
ver Preſents on this Ladies behalf have been receiy'd,-ſhall be-return'd 
with ample ſatisfaction ; and fince eſpouſing her perfetions, -I am bound 
to have a particular intereſtin her actions, if any one here holds himſcIf 
wrong'd, my Perſon ſhall 'give: him the acknowledgment he demands, 
and my Sword the ſatisfaction of a Gentleman——— | 

Bcll, Sir, 1 hope you'think'1 dare fight and refaſe not through 
fear——but fiace 1 ſee ſhe had ſome reaſon for what ſhe did, my par- 
ticular reſentments are not worth a quarrel: My thoughts are now bow- 
ing down to this ſhrine of Beauty. To Arb. 

Man. And mine to this. Madam! Can you forgive [To Conft. 
Arb. ?T were an exccllent revenge to uſe you as my Lady Fickle did: 
1 ſwear my Lord you have defery*d it. | | ( 

Bell, We have: all failings, Madam, you muſt pardon. | 

Sir Arth, 1 like this well, 1 like this well: win ber and wear her : 
Mr. Manly, 1 like. your Perſon and Eſtate well. By King Pharaoh 1 am 
very merry, come, we'll have a Dance. | | 

| \ Emer.Conſtable «v4 Watch with Jollyman, Tilbury, * : 

What's here ? roggorrs +10. DYRAA 
How now at's here? Mr. Follyman; and my old Friend Tilbury j 
durance——— How came this Friend * hah ! - 4 | YA 

Conſftab. An's pleaſe your. Worſhip, - theſe are' the Gentlemen that 
wounded the Man laſt.night, .and they- got from us once, byt we catch'g 
*em again.z and we took this other: firing a houſe. | 

Sir Arth, Well, leave em 'with me, Ple be Bail for their appear- 
ance to morrow———l am reſoly'd nothingſhall binder my mirth to 
day—-Mr.”Filbary and Mr. Follyman, | have heard of all your-frolicks 
lafk night, both yours. and your Sons. Let it be ſono more : For the 
preſent. ail ſhall be. well—+———But there is no hopes of my Daughter 
now—ſhes beltowd—— 7 oo oo, oo 9:27 

Fol, Since ſhe's beſtow'd, God give her: Joy. ' le cheriſh my ſelf 

| Fm with 


The Witty Falſe One. - 


with a merry Song and a Fiddle, and hang pinching, Tet the World rub. 
Tilb, My Sons unmarry*d, and the Family of the 7:/buries thus dif- 
grac'd By St. Fago, Ple take poſt and away for Salisbary imme- 
 diately — | 
Tob. And ſo will I, Udſhaſh 
of parts, as ye call *em— give me a Country life—for though there's 
leſs wit, there's more ſecurity. 
- _ Zech, Infamous impertinent !  Canſt thou repugn the pleaſures of a 
Debauch, through the apprehenſion of a walking Night-trap, and a gild- 
ed Truncheon, with the Ciry Arms on*t——Upon honour thou art a 
Libel to my Fame, and unworthy to break a Glaſs in my ſociety. © 
Tob. Udſhaſh, 1 might ha*bin hang'd 1n your ſociety for all that, but 
that Fortune was my Friend, and reſerv*d me for the future benefit of 
my Family . 
Zech. Hang'd! A man of parts! An honeſt Night-walker bang'd ! 
Intollerable impudence ! no Sir aſſure your ſelf no ſuch 
Fate attends us Brothers of the Bottles—— a Stockado, a 
Gentle thruſt through-the Lungs or ſo, might have | 
Happen'd——buyt no hanging, Brother Bullfinch : no hanging, 
Fab. Comez+come, a word to the wiſe is ſufficient=—l have reſoly'd 
a reformation——1 reliſh not your Stockadoe?s not I, nor is a gentle 
thruſt through the Lungs, as you term it, ſo agreeable with my Na- 
ture to perſevere. In brief, Sir, I am converted: I will into the Coun- 
try immediately. Th 362 To 
Sir Arth, Come, come, embrace and be friends, Iam in a good hu- 
mour, and by Melchizedech——ſtrife ſhall be a ſtranger to my houſe to 
day: fo, fo; all, all well-—and though you are- net partners in this 
Wedding, you ſhall be merry at it 
old Friend here ſays go call in the Fidlers there—— F[ Dance, 
Dorr. Come, my dear ſweet, and let us loſe our ſelves 
In'Loves Embraces. This is a happy day, 
L. Fick. 'Throngh crooked paths, dark plots, and ways obſcure, 
Revenge ſtill royes, 'to make its aftion ſure. 
I have been falſe to night, and'purchaſt hate, 
But Ladies on: your ſmiles depends my fate: 
Let me then gain one happy qace from you, 
And th? Witty Falſe One ſhall be ever True. Ex. Onnes, 
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if theſe diſaſters belong to Men 


and let the World rub,- as my- 
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| Nd now to you, Gallas, that ſmiling fit, 

And with infipid Votes infeſt- the Pit, 
Becauſe the Play 'was by a Stranger writ ; 
The Poet ſays, he knows his Merit s ſmall, 

And trembles at the thought of 'a Cabal; 

But fince a Bully in bis Play I was, 

I am reſolu d a Champion in his Cauſe : 

Therefore 'let him that boaſts of too much-ſtrength, 
Appoint the place, - and ſend his Rapiers length. 

A barb'rous' Critick ſhall not walk the Street, 

Nor i from this moment dare 'to cenfure Wit, 

By Heawv'n I'll pepper you if once we meet. 

Tou ſmile, and perhaps doubt my want of skill, 

But T lt revenge it, Blood and Death I will. 

I muſt confeſs there is a ſafer way, 

You may walk. ſafely if you'll like the Play ; 

But elſe, if you your cenſures raiſe anew, 

Fate ſends his Darts abroad, -Blood-muſt enſue. 

Let him that on that 'Bafis Honour builds,” 

Meet me-to morrow in Lambs-Conduic-F3elds, " 
There he ſhall find a Woman now turn'd Bulb, 

Has paver to trarn 4 Critick to a Cully. 


Pheemmr and Fleichers Plays: in 
all 51. in large Fol. © , 
Mr/Shakeſpear's Plays: in one large 
.  Fo/Volume, Containing 43 Plays. 
Mr, Nathaniel Leey Plays : in one 
olume, 
= Otway's Plays : in one Vo- 


A Caabge wy £5 vr of Printed for 
ently. 


26. Duke of Guiſe, 

27. Dutch Lovers. 

28, Duke of A4lan. 

| 29. Diſappointment. . 
3o. Engliſs Monſitur.. . 


| Adventures. 


10, Amboyna, a Tragedy. 
11, B utc of Alba. 
12, Byron's Conſpiracy. 1. Part. 
13. Byron's Conſpiracy. 24. Part. 
14. Banditti, or «he Lady in di- 
ſtreſs. 
uſey d' Ambois, 
i& 2 Borg1a, 
17. Country Wir. 
18, Califto, or the Chaſt TERNEY 
19. Country Wife; 
20, City. Politicks. 
| 21, Conſtantine, 
22, Common-wealth of Women. 
23. Counterfeits. | 
Caits Marins. 


Parts, 


| 32. Eſex and Elizabeth, or the Un» 
: Mr: ShadwePs Plays: in one Vo- | happy Faypurite. 
lume, | 33. Empreſs of Morocco, - 
Mr. Drydens Plays: 4n.two Vo-| 34. Evening Love, or the mock A- 
lumes. { -ſtrologer, - 
His other Poems : one Volume | 35. For©d Marriage, or the Jealous - + 
more. 4 Bridegroom, 
| 36. The Fond Husband, or the Plot- 
2. All miſtakes,orthe md Couple. ting Siſters. - 
2. Alexdnder the Great. i 37. Fool turn'd Critick. . 
3. Andromache, 1 38. The Fatal Wager. . 
4 Ambitious - tateſman, or the | 39, Fatal Jealouſie, 
Loyal Favourite. 1 40. Falſe Count. 
5. Virtue Betray*d, or Anza: Bullen, 41. Generous Enemies, or the Ridt- 
6. Abdellazor,or the MoorsRevenge. | culous Lovers. 
7. Amorous Prince. 42. Gloriana, or the Court of Argu- 
8, Amends for Ladies. | fus Ceſar. 
9. Albumazoy. I 43. Grateful Servant. - 


44. Henry the Sixth, or the Miſery ; 


of Civil War.. . 


145: Henry the Sixth, or the Murther 


of the Duke of Gloceſter, the 24. 
| Part. 
| 46. HamletPr, of Denmark,aTragedy: 


| 47. Hamerous Courtier. 


| 48. The Hollander. 
49 . Fulins Ceſar. , 
. Iſland Queen, or A4ary 
| «> Scotland. 
51. King Lear. 
52. King, and no King, 


153. Knave in Grain... 


{ 54+ Little Thief. 
l 55. Love Tricks; 


{ 


24+ 
25. Deſtrution of Jeruſalem, in two | 56. Lucius Funins Brutus, | 


$3. Mythridates 


57, Loyal Brother. 


31. Eſquire Old-Sap, or - the Night- - 


-65 e Diſcovery. . 
ty St. Patrick for Ireland, 


'9 


,. £0,-by the Wits. 
Ky . Nobl& Stranger... 
 Ocaiprr King: of 


96. Valiant Seor, 4 _s 2 
0. Virtzious Wife, or Good Luck: 
at. hp 


104, The” Wedding. " 


0 7 
»- ; l 
* 
{ T7 5% \ & my 
. 


« 
Th Y 
I , y 
- +: A , . 
FP 
, » &:..4 : 
= a 2. 
” PF 4 
Re ” 
- j. 4 
Wee - 6 I 
« 2 ? 
* Z 3 
= o: - ms oy 
' I” .# L " 
| | ; 
a 4 p I 
b 4 6 o =" 
Fu » x. : 
o w . - C 
o 
- v u ; 4 My ns » * p, * £ 
& + ? 
: - % : , » 
by % + . * 
$ b, O 4 # - , 
[4 a 14% rant ; Tt $ ** C& I : 
% * 
- : : 
* * TY - " Po # 
P ». LE ; by 4 $ © > % : £ 
” 
4 < id 
=_” « a * pu 
y + * p : Py & _ , 
op 1 
* fa 9. ” 8 Py ry » ©. - = 6 4 p whe x mo : 
; £1-4F5 & , % : . +0844 3% 
: - : þ vs * " . 3 " ” - ” .- 
£ % oy k % by . 
; 7 Þ» 4) 3 e ”% ft _ : , 2 r F - : - ©, d *2 y'* Fa _ 
4 FL \'Y | TEENS” "6. } GIF © DW GOSH EVy LE TETS 
. & 4 PF, oy Ld - "= . © y . d . PY of 
% - FE 3 ; *, * p _ 3 a + x 49730tz 1 - 
F4 — 4 p A <. - - » 0 . : - 
A % & && a 2 w A ®'. . - + - 4 PF . Do. =” 
x . Pl BA % C « 5 
- ; ig Fo ! X % & = 
< (Oe of £ " . ; | \2 , 4 6 
* : "A bo S* o w ob . 8 . BANKS = 5 Gs 6 odd o 
= ”Y" Lg # 1 a = " . - Y : 
Y HR. F* 7 wk > . F . 4 ; - — . - : 
_ & + 4 pn @ 4. % 4 $'* wk « 7 - # - . . 7 La ”y 3 &. 4 " : ” - ” 
bo ; L k & 2 —_ 44.42%, X G , ” 4 _ » "3 * # ” p . 
* 4 . k : . q # K % S : » . 


